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Enter Rich and Duke of(jlocesier } folus t 

Ow isthe winter of dilcontent. 

Made glorious liimmer by this Sonne of Yerke: 
And all the clouds,tliat low’r vpon our houfe, 
Jnthe deepe bowels of the Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with viftorious wreathes. 
Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments* 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to merry meetings* 
Ourdreadfull marches to delighrfull pleafures. 
Grim-vifagd warrc,hath fmooth’d his wrinkled front. 
And now inftead of mounting barbed Steeds, 

To fright the foules of fearefull aduerfaries. 

He capers nimbly in a ladies chamber. 

To the liciuious pleating of a loue. 

Eut I that am not Hr arpe of Iportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an a mo urous looking-glafle ; 

I that am rudely ftampt,and want loucs maiefiy. 

To llrut before a wanton ambling Nympt h , 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dififembling nature. 

Deform’d, vnfinifht lent before my time 
Into this breathing world,halfe made vp, 

•And that lb lamely and vnfafhionablc, 
i hat d ogs barke at me as I bait at them : 

U hilel in this weake piping time of peace, 

Hauen° delight to pafie away the time, 

Yj J t0 fpe in the funne. 

And defiant on mine owne deformity : 

And therefore fince I cannot proue a louer, 
i° en . terta] n e thele faire well ipoken dayes 

iam determined to proue a vtllaine. 

And hate the idle plealhresof thefe daves ; 

Plots haue I laydjindu^iion dangerous, 

^•3 By 
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The T ragedy 

By drunken propbelies libels and 
To fet my brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate theoneagainft the other, 

And if King Edward be as 
As lam fubtile , falleand 
This day fhould Clarence clofelybeme 
About a prophefie which fayesthatG. 

Of Edwards heiresthe murthercr fhall be- 
Diue thoughts downe to my foule, Enter Clarence with 
Heere Clarence comes, a Guard of Men , 

Brother , good dayes , what meane this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace ? 

C4*.His Maielly tendring my perfons (afety,hath appointed 
This conduit to conuey metothe Tower. 

Glo* Vpon what caule ? 

C/a. Bccaufe my name is George^ 

G/o.Alacke my Lord,that fault is noneof yours. 

He fhould for that commit your god-fathers: • 

O belike his Maielly hath fome intent 
That you fliallbe new-chriftned in the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence , may l know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard when I doeknow/orl proteft 
yet I doe not , but as lean learne, 
herkens, after prophefies , and dreames, 
the crofle-row pluckes the letter G, 
a wizard told him that by G, . 
disinherited Ihould be. 

And for my name of George begins with G, 
ft follow esiahis thought that lam he: 

Thefe as T learne and fuch Iiketoyes as thefe, 
Hauemoued his highnefle to commit me now. 

Glo. Why this. it is when men are ruld by women, 

Tisnot the King that fends yon to the Tower, 

My Lady Cj raj his. wife, Clarence tis fhe 
That tempts, him to this extreamity. 

Was it not fhe and that good man of worfihip 
Wooduile her brother there, 
made him lend L. Hastings to the Tower j, 

B, om whence this prefent day he isdeliuered ? 

are not fait Clarence, wearenotfafe. Eli; 
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ria.^v Heauen 1 thinke there is no man fecur’d 
Bvu the Queers kindred , and night walking heralds 
That tnme betweene the King and Miftris Shore : 

Heard you not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hafthtgs was to her for his deliuery ? 

Glo. Humbly complayning to her Deity, 

Got my LordChamberlaine his liberty. 

He tell you what , I thinke it were our way, ; 

Ifvvewill keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men and weare her liuery, 

Theiealous ore-vvorme widdow and herfelfe, 

Since that our brother dubd themGentlevvomen, 

Are mighty goifips in this monarchy. 

Bro . I beleech your graces both to pardon me. 

His Maielly hath 'ftraightly giuen in charge, ‘ 

That no man fliall haue priuate conference. 

Of what degree foeuer with his brother- 

Glo. Euen fo and pleafey'our worlhip r Brohenhnrj/ i 
You may pertake of any thing we fa y : 

We fpeake no treafon man, we fay the King 
Is wile and vertuous and the noble Qjueenc 
Well llroke in yeares,faire and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores Wife hath a prety foote, 

A chery lip a bonny eye' , a.paffing plealing tongue - 
And that the Qjieenes kindred are made gentle folks - 
How fay you fir, can you deny ail this ? 
i?ro. VVith.this(my Lord)myfelfe hath nought to do. 
Glo. Nought to do with Miitris Shore,! tell thee fellow. 
He that doth nought with her excepting one. 

Were bell to doit fecretly alone, 

Bro. What one tuy Lord ?• 

Glo. Her husband knaue, wouldeft thou betray me? 
Bro. 1 beleech yourGraceto pardon me,and witball fori 
Your conference with the noble Duke- ( beare • 

Cla. W e know thy charge Brokenbary, and will obey, 
Glo. We are the Qpeenes Abie&s and mull obey, 
Brother farewell I will vnto the King, 

And whatlqeuer you willimploy mein. 

Were it to call King Edwards widdow filler, 

h 3 
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■ ' ' "Thef raged) " — 

I willpeiforme it to infranchileyou, ft ; 

Meane time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood. 

Touches me deeper then you can imagine ♦ 

Cla. I knowit pleafeth neyther of vs well* 

Cjlo. Well your imprisonment fhall not be long. 

I will deliuer you , or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience- 

Cla. 1 muft perforce, farewell- Exit Cla. 

gio. Go tread thepath, that thou flialt neere returne, 
Simple plaine Clarence , I doe loue thee fo. 

That 1 will fhortly fend thy foule to Heauen, 

If Heauen will take the prefent at our hands- 
But who comes heerethe new deliuered 11 a flings. 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

Ha ft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord, 

Gio . As much vnto my good L- Chamberlaine : 

Well, you are welcome to thisopen aire. 

How hath yottr Lordfhipbrooktimprifonment ? 

Hast • With patience (noble Lord) asptifoners muft: 
But I (hall liue my Lord to giue them thanks. 

That were the caufe of my imprifonmenc - 

Gio. No doubt, no doubt, and fo {[inllClarence toe, 
For they that were your enemyes , are his. 

And haue preuailed as much on him a« you. 

Hafi . Morepitty that the Egle fheuld be mewed 
While Kites and Buzzards prey at liberty. 

Gio. Whatnewes abroad- 

Haft . No newes fo bad abroad as this at home : 

The King is fickly wcake and melancholly. 

And hisPhifitian's feare him mightily, 

G/^Now by Saint /V y/ thisnewesis bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an ill dyet long, 

And ouer much consumed his royall perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thought vpqn. 

What is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. 

Gio. Go you before,and I will follow you. Exit Elaftr 
He cannot liue I hope , and muft riot die „ 

Till G eorge be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen • 

IJ* in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 




o/ Rtchard the Third. 

Which lies well fteeld with weighty arguments, 

An d if 1 faile not in my deepe intent, 

CUrer.ee hath not another day to liue : 

Which done God take King Edpard to his me f ;cy 
And leaue the world forme to buftell in. 

For then ile marry Warwicks youngeft daughter, 

What though 1 kill her husband and her fitter,' 

The readieS way to make the wench amends. 

Is to become her husband and her father ; 

The which will I not all fo much for loue, . 

As for another fecretclole intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto 1 , " 

But yet I run before my horfe to market t 
Clarence ftill liues-, Edward ftiHfdgnes, 

When they are gone, then muft I count my games - • Exit 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Henry theftxt. 
La. Set downe,fet downe, your honourable Lord- 
Ifhonour may be fhrowded in a hearle, 

Whilft I a while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of vertuotis Laneafler , 

Poore key-cold figure ofa holy Kin?, * 

Paleafhes of the houfeef Laneafler Y 
Thou bloodleffe remnant of thatrovall blnor? 

Be itlawfull thatl inuocate thyGhoft, 

Tohearethe lamentations of poore Anne 
Y^thy Edward, to thy flacightered fonne 
Stabd by the felfe lame hands that made thefe holes 
Loe in thofe wmdowes that let forth thy life 
Ipoure the helpeleffe balme of my poore' eye-’ 

Curft be the hand that made the fatall holes, ' 

Curft be the heart, that had the heart to doit 
More dtrefuJI hap betide tbachated wretch, 
hat makes vswretched by the death of thee 

Thenlcanwjfl, to Adder s ,SpidetS, Toads, 

Orany creeping venomde thing that liues- 
If eoer hehaue child, abortittf beit, 
i rodigious and Vntimely brought to Kohf- 
Whofcvriyarid vn^turallalpldi S 
May fn S ht the hopefall mother at the view. 
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The Tragedy 

Heuer 'he haue wife let her be made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now"' towards Cher fey with your holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be in interred there: 

And ftill as y ou are weary of the waight. Enter 

Reft vqu whiles I lament King Henries courfe. Glocefier, 
Glo. Stay you that beare the coarfe, and let it downe. 
La. What blacive Magitian,coniures vp this fiend 
lo ft op deuoted charitable deeds: 

Glo . Villaine, fet downe the coarfe,or by Saint Paul t 
lie make a courfe of him that difobeyes ? 

■ Gen. Stand backeandlet the coffin pafle. 

Glo. Vnmannerly dog, ftandft thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then my breaft. 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to mv foote. 

And Ipurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnelfe. 

La. What do you tremble,are you all atfraid ? 

Alaffe,I blame you not for you are mortall. 

And mortall eyes capnot endure the Diuell. 

Auant thou fearefull minifter of hell, 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall body, 

His foule thou canft not haue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity be not fo curft. 

La. Foule diuell, for Gods lake hence,and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell. 

Fil’d it with curling cryes,apd deepe ejcclaimes, 

3 f thou delight to view thy hanious deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries worn 
Open their congeald mouths and bleed air 
Biufh,blufh, thou lumpe of foule deformity 
For ti$ thy prefence that exhals this blood. 

From cola and empty vcines where no blood dwels. 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood mad. 1 ft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this blood- drinkft, reuenge his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murderer dead, 

Or 
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©r-Earth gape open ’wide , and eate him quiefce, 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hell-gouernd arme hath butchered: 
.C/p.tadyjyou known© rule of charity, ; . 

Which render good forbad , biddings for ettrfes, 
Z,4.Villanne , thou knoweft no law of God, nor man- 
Nobeaft fo fierce , but knowes fome touch ofpitty, c . 
Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft- 
La. Oh wonderfull when diuels tellthe truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafe deuine perfe-ftion of a woman. 

Of thefe fuppoled euils to gine mee leaue. 

By circumifance but to acquit my felfe. 

La. Vouchfafe defufed infection ©fa man, 

For thele knowne euils; but to giue mee leaue, 
Bycircumftance to cnrfe thy curled felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee , let mee haue 
Some patient' leafure to excufe my felfe, 
t A^*Fou]er then heart can thinkethec, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

• Glo.. By fuch difpaire I fhohld accufe my felfe. 

£-And by difparing fhouldftthou (land ex'cufde . 

For doing worthy vengeance, on thy felfe, 

■W hich did ft , vnw orthy ft aughter vpon others »' 

Glo. Say that ! flew them net, A 

ha, Why then they are not dead : 

.But dead they are and diuelifli flaue by thee : . 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then hee is aliue. 

GloNzy he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 
^^•Intliyfode throat thou lieft. Qjieene few 

T hy bloody faulchion fmooking in hisblood, 

I he which thou once didft bend againft herbreft 



c.iL uictt my orotner beat aliide the poynt. 

Which ivUu 3 P ro “ oked b y herflanderoustcngw 
Which laid her guilt vpon my guiltlneffe fhoulder 

W hich i°“ VV i HprOUOked k>' thy bloody minde 
Did ft thnn 1 ^ r , e -^! rit L ? noi, §ht;butbutcherycs : 
ld ( thou not ^ this King ? ^ Glo. I grant yee 



The Tragedy 

La. Doeft grant mee hedgehog, then God grant mee too 
Thoumaieft bee damned for that wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, milde , and vertuous. 

Glo . The fitter for the Kingof Hcauen that hath him. 
La. Heeis in Heauen, where thou /halt neuer come. 
Cjlo. Let him thankemeethat holpe to fend him thither, 
For he- was fitter for that place then Earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but Hell. 

Qlo. Yes one place elfe,if you will heare mee name it. 
La. Some Dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chambcr, 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft, 

Glo . SowdlitMaddam till I lie with you. 

La. I hope lb. 

Glo. I knowfo, but gentle Lady -Ame, 

I’o leaue this kind incounter of your wits, 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 
Isnotthecauferofthe time-lelfe deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets , Henry and Edward. 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

X-a.Thou art the caufe, and mod accurft effect. 

(ylo. Your beauty was the caafe of that effe<ft. 

.Your beauty which did haunt mee in my fleepe, 
Tovndertake the death of all the world, 

Sol might reft that houre in your fweete bofome* 

La. If I thought that , I tell thee homicide, 
JThefenailes lhould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 

GVfl.Thefe eyes could neuer endure fweet beauties wrack, 
You ihould not blemiCh them if I flood by : 

As all the world is cleared by theSunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhade thy day,and death thy life* 
Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature,thou art both* 
La. I would I were to bee reuenged on thee. 

Glo-It is a quarrcll moft vnnaturall, 

1 o be reuenged on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable, 

To bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband* 

Glo, He that bereft thee Lady ofthy husband, 

Did it to helpe thee to a better husband- 
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of Richard the Third. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the Earth; 

Glo. Go too.he liues that loues you better then he could 

La. Name-him. f e ‘ Plantageneu 

La. Why what was hee ? 

glo. The felfe fame name but one of better nature. 

La. Where is hee ? „ , . 

Glo. Heere. Shee fptttes atum. 

Why doeft fpit at him ? 

La. W ould it were mortall poy fon for thy la ke« 

Glo. Neuer came poyfon from fo fweete a place • 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler Toade, 

Out of my fite thou doeft infeA my eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes fweete Lady haue infe&ed mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once , 

For now they kill me with a liuing death • 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
Shamed their afpeef with ftore of childifli drops, 

I neuer fued to frinds nor enemy. 

My tonguecould neuer learne fweete fmoothing words. 
But now thy beauty is propofde my fee ; 

My proud heart Cues, and prompts my tongue to Ipeake, 

Teach not my lips fuch fcorn - ,for they were made 

For killing Lady not for fuch contempt. / 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee thisfharp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleale to hide in t his true bofome. 

And let the foule forth that adorneth thee : 

I lay it naked to-thy deadly ftroake ; 

And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees. 
Nay,doenotpawfe>twas’.I'tbat kild your husband, 

Buttwas thy beauty that prouoked me ; 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that Kild King Henry, 

But ewas thy hcauenly face that fet me on : Heere fie lets 
Take vp thy fword againe,ortake vp me. fall the Sword 
La. Arife difiembler , though I wifh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

G/o.Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will doe it- 
La. I haue already. 

- • V B 2 G/o 
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Glo. Tufli that was in ; thjrrflge t 
Spea ke it againe, and euen with trie word, 

I hat hand which for my isue did kill thy loue, 

Shall for thy loue , kill a farre truer loue. 

To both their deaths- thou fhalt bee accefl'ary- , | 

La.\ would know thy heart 
Glo. Tis figured in my Tongue. 

La. I reare mee both are falle- 
Glo. Then neiter man was true. 

La. Well, well, putypyour fyvotik 
Gjlo. Say then my peace is made* 

La. That fihall. you know hereafter. • 

Glo. But 1 fhall Hue in hope. 

La. AI] men I hopeliuefo- 
C/^.yquchfafetowerethisring. 

La. To takq is hot togiuc, - 
glo, Looke how this ring incompafleth thy finger, 
Euenfothy breftincloleth my -poore .heart. 

Were both of them for both ollthemare thine 
And if thy pooroiupplyapt may. ... ... . n 

But beg one fauouc at thy graciouS; band i - ' 

Thou doelf confirme his happinefleforeuer* 

La. Whatisit ? 

g h' That it vypuld pleafe thee leaufi thefe fad defines 
fo him that hath more caufe to bee->a. mourner, -j fr 
And prefently repairs to Crosby place , 

Whereafter I hauc folemnely enterred 
At C£/r#/<?Mqnaliery this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

.1 will with all expedient duty feeyop : 

Foi diuers vnknowne rc-afons , Ibefcech you 
Grant mee this boone. 

^‘With all my heart, and muchitioyes metoo, 

* o fee you are become fo penitent ; 

7>f^V/ana Bartly , goe a long with mee. ‘ 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you deferue :■ / 

But fince you teach mee how to flatter you, 

Trqagine I haue fayd farewell already " Exit.. 

GU‘ 













^/Rioltardffie 7bird, 

Glo. Sirs, take vp the cowfe * bp . t .. - *5 ■ • >' - _ 

Towards Chert/** noble Lord ?- 
Glo. No to white Fryers there attend mycommmg : . 

W as c.uer .woman in this humour tvped?^*- Man« Glo 
Was encc woman imthis humouE wonne .?■: 

He haue her , but I will notkeeptf hetf-iong.; . • ’• ' 

wiat ■ I haue kild her husband and her father, 

To take her in her hearts ex creamed heate, : 

With curies in hermouth,teares in her eyes, . 
Thebleeding witneffe of-her hatred;by-.: - iT.-WO 
Hauing God, her conicienee^nd thefe barres againft mee 
And I nothing to backemyfute withall 
But the plaine Diuelland dilfembling lookes. r V; 

And yet to win her alltheworldisnothingr.? Hah 
Hath fhee forgot already that-brane Princb; .- a ... • v 
Edward her Lord,Whom 1 feme threemoneths fince 
Stahd in rav angry mood a t Tewxhgzy 
A 1 wee ter and louelieE Gentleman,- a - _ 

Framd in the prodigality of nature : . * ,a . 

Yong, valiant, wile, andno doubt right royatlr, i>. > G . k 
Theipacipus world cannot againe aftoord. " i : g _ 

Arid willfhee yet debace ber>eyes an mee, ’ . > 

That crbpt he golden primeofthis fweet Prince, ' " ' - , t 

And made her widdowjto a, woefulijbed jjotnt :jo 1 In 
On me , whofe all not equals 'L4war4fmckys>-7 son pud ■ 
Onmethathait,andamvnfliapcti thus $ -. i • 1 . . r 
My Dukedometo bee a beggerly denier, . na 

I aoe miftake my perfojn all this whiles , •. 

Vpon my life Ibe -finds although I.cannot . . 

Myfell'e,tobeea marualousrprop.er man , l itr. o: 
31e bee at‘ cbatgb §>t-a iriiekiog -gjakfei • >rl , f;ov-,vr/'..>./. 
And ent ettaihe lome fcore or two of: tailors 
ip ftudy falbions to adorne my body, . 

Since I'am crept iri fiauoutwith myTeifcvdil 
i vviil mamtaine it with a Jittie cofl. r : . 

.But firrt ile turne you fellow in hisgtaue*i r ' bo’; •.»?> 

And chen.returne lamenting to my loue. . re ' 

Shine out faire funne.till I hauc broughta glatfe, ", ; V. 

hat Imayfeemy flaadowasipaife. .. -LBxit&liv 
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The Tragedy 

Enter Queene t tordMiuers and Gray * 

2t*.Haue patience Maddam, thers no doubt his Maiefty, 
Will'foone recouer his accuftomed health* _ 

Gray. In thaE you brooke it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 

And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words, 

£>u. If hce were dead what would betide of mee ? 
Ro No other harme but Ioffe of fuch a Lord. 

-£i».The Ioffe of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

? nt/.The heauens haue bleft fou with a goodly fonne. 

ee your comforter when heeis gone. 

Qu.Oh heisyong, and his minority 
Is put in the truli of Richar d GUcffter, 

A manthatloues not mee , nor none of you. 

Mi . It is concluded hee fhall bee Procedtor ? 

Qu. It is determined , not concluded yet. 

But fo it muft be ifthe King miicarry, Enter Buck: ^arbj. 
Gr. Here comes the Lords oi Buckingham and IWy. 
Buc.Good time of day vntoyour royall grace* 
TGr.Godmake your Maiettyioyfullas youhaue beene. 
^g^.The Counteffe Richmond good my Lord okDarbj, 
To^our good pra yers will fcarce fay, amen : ' f 

Yet Darby,, notwithftand ing fhees your, wife , 
Andlouesnot mee, bee you good Lord allured 
J hate not you for her proud arrogancy. 

Dar. I befeech-you eyther not belceue. 

The enuious danders of her accufers. 

Or if fhee bee accufed in true report, 

Bearcwith herwesknetfe,whichl thitikeproceeds 
From wayward fickneffe,and no grounded malice. 

Ri . Saw you the King to day my- Lord Darby ? 
-D-^r.Buc now the Daktof Buckjngham a.nd I, 

Came from vifiting his Maiefty. 

Qu. What likelihood of his amendment : Lords ? 
A«c.]yJadam, good hope, his grace dpeakesehearfully* 
^gw.God grant him health, did you confer with him? 
iSw.Madam wee did, Hee defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefer and your brothers. 

And betwixt them and my Lor d Chamber iaine. 



of Richard the Third. 

And fent to wame them of his royanprefence* ^ ^ 

Oh. Would all were well , but that wi v ^t erg ct er 

I fee cue happineffe is ac the higheft. f** 

0 /ff.They doe me wrong and I will not enaur ^ 

Who are they that complaine vnto the King 
'I hat 1 forfooth am ft erne lo tie themnot : 

By holy Paul they loue his grace butlightly _ 

' That fill his eares with fuch diffentious rumours • 

Becaule I cannot flatter and feeake faire, 

**mile in mens faces fmooth deceiue and cog 
Ducke with French nods, and apifh courtefiej 
1 muft bee held a rankerous enemy. 

Cannot aplainemanliueandtbinkeno harme 
Eutthus in Ample truth muft bee abufde 
By filken flie inhnuating Iackes ? 

Ri . To whome in this prefence fpeake your grace* 

GloTo thee that hath no honefty nor grace* 

When haue I inguredthee, when done thee wrong, 

Or thee, cr thee , or any of your fa&ion ? 

A plague vponyou all. His royall perfon 
( Whome God preferue better then you can wifh ) 
Cannot bee quiet fcarce a breathing while. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints* 

Qu. Brother of Glocefter , you miftake the matter V 
The King ofhisowne royall difpofition. 

And not prouoke by any fitter elfe, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred, 

VV bich in your outward actions fhewes it felfe, 

Againft my kindred,brother,and my felfe . 

Makes him to lend that whereby wte may gather 
Ihegrouad of your ill will, and to remoueit* - 
(jlo. i cannot tell , the world is growne fobad, 

That wrens way prey where eagles dare not pearda* 

Since euer-y iacke became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made aiacke* 

J>».Come,corne we know your meaning brother <flofter. 
Y ou enuy mine aduancement and my friend s, 

God grant wee neuer may haue tneede ©f you. 

Glo. Meane time,God grant that wee haue neede of you 

Our 
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r The Tragedy 

Our brother is impipfoned by your meanes. 

My felfe difgraced , and the Nobility 
Held in contempt ,whilft many faire promotions 
Arcdayly giuen to enoble thole 
Thatfcarfe Tome two dayes lines were worth a noble 
Qh. By him that raifde mee to this careful! height 
From that contented- hap which I ertioyd, 

I neuer did infcnce his Maiefty 
Againft the Duke of Clarence , but hauebeene 
Anearneft aduocate to plead for him. 

My Lord , you doe mee fhamefull iniury, 

Falfely to draw mee in Tuch vile fulpeff . 

Glo , You may deny that you were not thecaufe s 
Of my Lord Haftings latcimprifonment. 

Riu. She may my Lord. 

<j/<?.She may.L.ii , /»irrr J why who knowesnot fo? 

She may do more fir then denying that : - 

She may.heipe you to many preferments , 

And then deny her ayding hand therein, 

And lay thole honours on your high defects. 

What may The not ? The may , yea marry may the- ■ ■ > ] 
Rtu. What, marry may.&ee- ? rS 
(?/». W^xnacry may Ibe ? marry \vitli a King " 

A b'atchelcr , a hanfome ftripling- too. -hi ■ 

I wis yourGrandam had a Worfcr match- 
^«-My L.of Glocefler, Thaue,t#.long borne' 

Your blunt vpbra-kto^st* aheRyottf Isjtfer fcoffesF : 
By heauen I will acquaint his Maiefty, 

With thofe grofle taunts I often haue endured. 

I had rather be a country feruant maide, 

I hen a Queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, feorned, and baited at. Enter 
Small ioy haue I in being England. s Queene • Margrct. 

, 0 *. Mar.hnd lefned be thatfmalTGod rbefeech tbee, 
Thy honour, ftate, and Teat is-due to mee- * 

Glo, What ? threat you ;mec with telling the King 

Tell himand fpate notiooke what I Taydy 
Iwillauoch inprefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake , when paines are quite forgot* 

a. Mot- 




if 



fim 



of. Richard the Third, 

'j^u.Mari Out Diuell ,1 remember them too well. 
Thou fleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore ionne at Tnvxbury, 

Glo, Ere you were Queene yea or your husband King, 

I was a packe-horfe in his great affaires, 

Aweeder outofhisproudaduerTaries, . 

A liberall rewarder of his friends : 

Toroyallize his blood I fpilt mine owne* 

< g 5 .^/<*r.Yea,and much better blood, then his or thine, 
G/Wn all which time,you and your husband G ray, 

W ere factious forthe Houfe oi'Lankafier : 

And Rivers, fo were you .Was not your husband 
In Margretsbittiilczt SEmtyllkons flaine : 

Let me put in your mind,if yours forget, 

W hat you haue beeae ere now,and what you are : 
Wichall , what I haue beene, and what I am- 

Jjhf.Mar- A muriherousvillaine: and To ftill thou aft, 
Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his Father Warwicke, 
Yea and forfwore himfelfe ( which Ief » pardon ) 

J&3' Mar, Which God reuenge 

GU, To fight on Edwards party for the Crowne, 

And for his meede ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp* 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittyfull like mine, 

I am too childilh foolilh for this world- 
^Cu,MAr.HiQ thee to hell for fhame,and leaue theworld. 
Thou Cacodoemon , there thyKingdomeis. 

Lord of G [ocefter in thofe bufie dayes, 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies, 

Wefollowd then our Lord, our lawful] King. 

S °r/° yo ?, if y° u Should be our King- 
Gl°, If 1 Ihould be I had rather be a pedlar. 

Fane be it from my heart the thought of iu 

YouhionM> S - m C 10y(my ^° rc ^) as you luppofe 

iHktle i y> WW r you lhis «»««« King, 
tLv\ 10 y, ma y fu Ppofe in me, . 

That i cmoy,bemg the Queene thereof, 

pi /i the Queene thereof, ' 

am Are , and altogether ioylefle; 

c 
















lean 
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The Tragedy 

3 can no longer hold me patient.'. .. . 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 

I fhaking out that which you haue pild from me r 
Which of you tremble not thatlookc on me ? 

Tf not, that I being Queene , you bow like fubiccls. 
Yet that by you dilpofd , you quake like rebels : 

. O gentle villaine , doe not turneaway. 

Glo. Foule wrinkled witch,what mak’ft thou in my fiaht? 
Mar. But repiticion of what thou hail mardf 
That will I make , before I let thee goe : 

A husband anda fonne thonowell vnto me. 

And thou a kingdome , all of you aileagenee : 

The ferrow that! haue by right is yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

(]lo, Thecurfe my noble father layd one thee. 

When thou didft Crownehis warlike browes with paper ’ 
And with thy fcorne drewriuers from his eyes. 

And then to drie them , gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofpritty Rut lard: 

Hiscurfes then from bitemeffe of foule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vponthee, 

And God , not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

<2*., So iuft is God to rite theinnocent. 

Baft. O twas the fouleft deed to flay that Babe 
And the moft mercilefle that euer was heard of. 

Ri. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported 
Derf. No man but prophefied reuenge for it. 

'Tuc. North umber land then prelent /wept to fee rt. 
Mar. What ? were you fnading all before I came,, 
Ready to catch each other- by the throat. 

And turne.you now your hatred now on me ? 

Did Tories dread curie pre uaile fo much with heauen, 

.< hat Hemes death my louely Edwards death, 
fheir Kingdomes. Io(t my woefuil banifhment * 

Could all butanlwere for that peeuiflr brat ?• 

Can curies pearce the Ciouds-, and entst- heauen 
v\ hy then giue way dull Clouds to my quicke curies • 

31 not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 

Edward 



r I f onn e which now is Prince of Walet, 

For Edward my fonne, which was the Prince of Wales, 

Died in his youth by like untimely violence, 

Thv fclfe a Qjieeoe, for me that was a Queene, 

Out-liue thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Lone mayft thou Jiue to waile thy childrens Ioffe, 

And Tec another, as I fee thee now . # 

Deckt in thy glory, as thou art Laid in mine: 

Long dye thy happy dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthned houres of griefe, 

Dye neyther mother, wife^nor Sngl^nds Queene, 

Ritters and Vorfet , you were danders by , 

And fo waft thou Lord Haft mgs, when my fonne 
Was ftabd withbloody daggers , God I pray him. 

That none of you, may Hue your naturall age. 

But by feme vnlookt accident cut oft. 

Glo . Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 

QMar.hnd le'aue outthee?ftay dog for thou fhall heare 
If heauen haue any grieuousplague in ftore, ( me . 

Exceeding thofe that Lean with vpon thee : 

O let them keepeit till thy iinnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace: 
The-wormeof confcience ftill begnawthy foule. 

Thy friends fufpe<ft for traytors whilft thou liueft. 

And take deepe traytors for thy.deareft friends, 

No fleepeclole vp the deadly eyes of thine, 

Vnleffe it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee with a hell of vgly diuels. 

Thou eiuifh markt, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuity 
The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou flander of thy mothers heauy wombe, 

T hou loathed iflue of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c. 

Glo. Margrtt. 

QMar. Richard. Glo . Ha ? 

(X. MarA call thee not. 

C/p.Then cry thee mercy : for I had. thought* 

C 2 Tho» 
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Thou haft cal cl me all tbefe hitter names,- 

Why lo I did,but Icoke for no reply ; 

O letmae male the period to mycurfe. 

G/^Tis done by me, and ends by Margret* 
Tnushaueyou breathed yourcurfeagainft yo.ur fclfe. 

J^Mar.Vooie painted Queene,vaine ttourifhofmy for* 
W hy ftrewft thou Sugar on tliat boded lpider, ( tune : 

Whole deadly webbe infnareth thee about ? 

^Foofe, foole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy (elfe. 

The time will come when thou iTialc wifh for me. 

To helpe thee curfc that poylbned bunch-backt Toade, 

’ * Hafi. Falfe boafting woman, end thy franticke curie, . 
N ' Lea ft to thy harme thou moue our patience. ("mine, 
Foulc lhame vpon you, you haue all mou'd 
AV.WereyoU wcllferu’d,you would be taught your duty. 
QJMar. To ferue me well, you fhould doe meduty. 
Teach me to be your Queene, and you my fubiefts , 
Qbferuemewell and teach your ielues that duty. 

Dorf» Dilpute not with her,lhc is lunatique. 

^Mar, Peace matter Marquetfe, you arc malapert^ 
Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant : 

G that your young Nobility could iudge, 
what’twere to laole it, and be miferable ? 

T hey that ftand high,hane mighty blafts to fhake them, 
And ifthey fall, they dafli them topieces. 
CYo.Goodcounfcll marry, learne it,learne it Marqueffe. 
Derf, lt toucheth you (my Lord/as much as me. 

G/o. Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high. 
Our Aiery buildeth in the Caedars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and icornes the funne. 

^Mar. And turnes the Sunne to fbade, alas, alas* 
Wxtnelie my funne, now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright outlhinmgbeames, thy cloudy wrath, . 
Hath ineternall darkeneflc foulded vp : 

Your Aiery buildeth in cur Aieries neaft, 

O God that feeft it, doe not fuffer it : 

As it was wonne with blood,loft be it fo. 

Haue done for lhame, if not for charity, 
Uv^r.Yrgc neyther charity nor ihame to me, 



0 



i 



0/ Richard the Third, 

Uncharitably with me baue you dealt. 

And fhamefullyby you my hopes are butchered, 

My charity is outrage, life my ihame. 

And in my (ha me fhall line my forrowes rage. _ 

Buck. Haue dohe. 

Q^Aiar. O princely Buckingham-, ! will kifle thy hand, 
Inlignc of league and amity with thee, 

Now° ft ire befall thee and thy Princely -houie, 

Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compafle of my curfe. 

Buck; Nor none heere, tor curies neuer pafle 
The lips of them that breath them in theayre. 

QJidar. He not heleeue but they attend theskie, 

And there awakc,Gods gentle fteeping peace. 

O T uc{mgham, beware of yonder dogge, 

Looke when he fawncs he bites, and when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware ofhim .* 

Sinne,death,and hell,hath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth Ihee fay my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Buck; Nothing that I refpedt my gratious Lord. 

QMar, W hat doft thou fcorne me for my gentle courj- 
And footh the diuell that I warne thee from > (fell, 
O but remember this another day . 

When he fhall lplit thy very heart with forrow. 

And fay,pooreA/^rymwas a Prophetcfte, 

Liuc each of you, the fubie& of his hate. 

And he to you,and all of you to God, Exit. 

HaSi. My hairc doth (land an end to heare her curfes>- 
Awr.And fo doth mine,! wonder (heesat liberty ? 

Glo 1 cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
shee hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

A/*#, j neuer did her any to my knowledge, 
o. But you haue all the vantage of this wroitc. 

J was too hotte to doe fome body good,. 

That is too cold in thinking on it now • 

Marry at for Clare nee, hce is well repayd, . 

c -3 tie 
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The. 'Tragedy 

He is frank vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that are the caufeofit. 

Ri. A yertuous and Chriftian-like cone hi hors. 

To pray for them that haue done icath to vs. 

Glo. Sodoeleuerbeingwelladuifed, 

For had I cur ft, nowl had curft my felfe. 

C^/.Maddamhis Maiefty doth call tor you : 

And foryour noble grace, and you my Lord. 

9u.Caus!>j we come. Lords will yougoe with vs? 

Ri. Maddam,wewill attend your grace. Exeunt 
Glo. I doe thee wrong, and firft began to braule, Gk 

T he fecret mifehiefe that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greuious charge of others: 

Clarence t whom 1 indeed haue layd m d arknefle: 

I doebeweepetoo many fimple gulls: 

Namely,to Hafit»gs,Darbjy, Buckingham, 

And lay it was the Queene, and her allies- 
That ftrires the King againft the Duke my brother- 
Nowtheybeleeueme.and withallwich me 
To be reuenged on j R itters , Vaughan , Gray, 

But then figh,and with a peeceof Scripture, 

Tell them,that God bids vs to doe good for euilh 

•And thuslcloathemy naked villany 

.With old odde ends, ftolen out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint,when moft 1 play the diuell. 

But foft,here comes my executioners. Eater execute 
How now my. hardy ftout refoluedmates, vers. 

Are yea not going to dilpatch this deed l 

Exe. We are my Lord,and comet© haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

GU.lt was well thought vpon,! haue it here about me, 
When you haue done, repaire to Crosby place. 

But firs, be fuddaine in the execution : 
Withalljobdurate ; doe not hearc himpleade. 

For Clarence iswellipoken.and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pity if you marke him* 
Axtf.Tufh/eare not my Lord, we will not ftand to prate, 
Talkers are no goodtdoersbe afl'uredt 

5 A ‘ ' — 






We come t© vie ournands,and not our tongues. 



G/tf'f 
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Third. 

Glo. You* tics drop milftones, when fooleseies droptearcs 
Hike you Lads, about your bufinefle. 

Enter Clarence Brokenbury. ^ 

Sro. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to day 

Cla. O I haue paft a miferable night, 

SofoH of vgly fights, of gaftlydfeames r 

That as I am a Chriftian faithful! man, 

I would not fpend another fuch a night, 

1 bought t were to by a world oi happy dayes. 

So full of difmall terrour was the time. 

Bro . What was your dreame?! long to heare you tell 
C/^-Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundy, 

And in my company my brother G loeefier. 

Who from my Cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches , there he lookes towards England, 

And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times. 

During the warres of fork* and hankafier , 

That had befallen vs : as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloctfter ftumblcd and in (tumbling 
Strookeme ( that thought to (lay him ) ouer boord 
Into the tumbling-billovvesofthemaine : 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine tt was to drowne, 
Whatdreadfull noyle ofwaterin mineeares , 

•What a fight of death within mine eyes ; 

Me thought I law a thoufand fearefull wrackes. 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed Vpon, 

Wedges or Gold', great Anchors, heapes or Pearie, 
Inestimable ftones, vnualued Iewels. 

Some lay in dead mens Sculs , and inthofe holes 
W here eyes did once inhabit , 'there werecrept 
As ifitt’were infeorneof eyes , refleclinggems 
W hich wade the flimy bottome of the deepe. 

And mokt the dead bones that lay fcatredby. 

■Broki Had you iuch leafiire in thetimeot death. 

To gaze vpon the fccrets of the deepe ? 

Cla. Me thought I had : for ftill the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule , and would not let it foorth. 

To keepe the empty , yaft , and w andring ayre, 




But fmothred it within my panting bulke* 

W Inch almoft burft to belch it in the Sea- 

Hrekz A vvakt you not with this fore agonie ? 

Clar.O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft of my foule, 

Who part ( me thought) the melancolv flood. 

With that grim ferryman which Poets write of, 

Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall night : 

The firft that there did greete my ftrangers foule. 

Was my great father in law/enowned Warwick f 
Who cried aloud,what feourge for periury 
Can this darke Monarchic afford falfe Clarence ? 

And fohevanifht: Then came wandring by, 

A fhadovv like an Angell,in bright haire, 

Dabled in blood, and he fqueakt out a loud. 

Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting periurd Clarence., 

That ftabd me in the field at Tcwxhttrj: 

Seize on himFuries,takehim to your torment?, 

With that me thought a legion offoule feinds 
Enuironed me about, and houled in mine cares. 

Such hideous cries, that with the very noyfe, 

T trembling wakt,and for a feafbn after. 

Could not beleeuebut that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

-Src^-No maruaile my Lord though itaffrighted you, 

I propnife you I am affraidto heare you tell it* 

Cla, O BrekenbnrjJ haue donethofe things, 
Which now beares euidence againft my foule. 

For Edwards fake, and lee how he requites me : 

I pray thee gentle Keeper flay by me, 

My foule is heauy,and 1 faine would fleepe. 

Brek^l will (my LordJGod giueyour grace good ref 
Sorrow breakes feafons,and repofing houres 
Makes the night morning , and the noone-tide night* 
Princes haue but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle: 

And for vnfelt imaginations, 

1 hey often feele a .world of rcftleflfe cares : 

So thatbetwixt your titles,and lownames. 

There’ 
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There’s nothing differs but the outward fame* 

The murtherers enter. 

In Gods Name what are you,and how came yoft hither t 
- Sxe. I would fpeake with Clare nee .and I came hither oO 
Bre. Yea, are you fo briefe ? . my legs, 

2 Exe. O fir.it is better to be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him your CommiiTion,talke no more. Her cadent-, 
Bro. I am in this commanded to dehuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not reafon what is meant thereby, 

Becaufe I- will be guiltleffeof the meaning: 

Here are the keyes there fits the Duke afleepe- 
He to his Maiefly,and certifiehis Grace, 

That thus I haue refignd my place to. you, 

Exe. Dee fo.it is a poynt ofwifedome, 

2. What fihall weftabhimashefleepes ? 

1 No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes* 
a When he wakes. 

Why foole he (hall neuer wake till the Judgement day* 
r W hy then he will fay, we flabd him deeping. 

1 The vrging of that word judgement, hath bred a kinde 
cf remorfe in me- v 

1 What art 'afraid ? 

a Not to kilT him, hairing a warrant for it,but to be damnd 
for killing him, item Which no warrant can defend vs- 
1 liacke to the Cuke of Glocesler, tell him (o* 
t 2 1 pray thee flay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
change,twas wont to hold me but while one could tell xx« 

1 How doftthcu fecletby felfenow ? (me. 

2 Taith fomecertaine dregs ofconfcience areyOt within 

1 He member our reward when the deed is done, 

2 Zounds he dies, I had forgot thereward* 

1 Where is thv. confcience now 

• 2 In the Duke-of Glocefters purfe- 
_ 1 So when he opens his purle to giue vs our reward, 
i hy confcience flies out. 




Let it goe, there’s few- or none willentertamek* 
How if it come to tliee againe ? 



D 2 jlc 
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2. Uenot meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing 
It' makes a man a coward. A man cannot fleafe, 

But it accufeth him,hecannot ftcale but it checks him : 

He cannot lie with his neighbours wife but it deters * 
Himjtis a blulhing ftiamefull fpirit that mutinies 
Ina mansbofome : itfilsone fullof oblfacles. 

It made me once reftore a peece of gold that I found. 

It beggers any man that keepes it : it is turnd out of all 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing, and cuery 
Man that meaticsto liue well, and endeauours cotruft 
To himfelfc, and liue without it. 

r . Zounds , itis euen now at my elbow, perfwading m2 . 
Not to kill the Duke- 

a.Takethe Diuell in thy minde,and beleeue himnot 

He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh . 

1. Tut I am ftrongin fraud he:cannot.preuaile with me 
I warrant thee* 

2 .Stood like a tall fellow that relpedts his reputation, 
Come fhallwe tothisgcare ? 

x.Take him oner the coftard with the hilt of my Sword 
And then we will chop him in the Malmfey, but in the next 

2. Qh excellent deuice,makc a foppe ofhim. (roome! 

t.Harke, he ftirs fhall I ftrike ? 

2. Nojfirll lets reafon with him. Cla- awaked- 

C/rf. Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup of Wine, 
i .You dull haue Wine enough, my Lord anone. 

Cla. Tn Gods Name what art thou : 

2. A man, as you are* 

CAz.But not as lam , royal!. 

1. Nor you as we are loyall. 

CAr.Tby voyce is thunder ,but thylookes are humble, 

2. My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mineowne. 

__ C/rf.How darkely and how deadly doeft thouipeake ? 
fell me, who are you ? wherefore came you hither ? 

Am , To, to , to. 

Cla- To murther me P Am- /. 

C/<.You fcarce haue the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the heart to doe it. 

Wherein my friends haue I offended you ? 

i. Offended: 

hhHT 
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of Richard the Third. 




1 Offended vs you haue not.but the King. 

Cla I fhall be reconciled to him againe, 
a Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Cla < Are y ou cald forth from out a wor ^ 

To flay the innocent ? what is my offence . 

Where are the euidenceto accufe me . 

W hat lawfull quell hath giuen their verdift vp 
Vnto the frowning Iudge,or who pronounc d 
The bitter fentence ofpoor ^Clarence death, 

Before I be conuia by courfe o f Law ? 

'1 0 threaten me with death is moft vnlawfud , 

I charge vou as you hope to haue redemption 
By Chrifts deare Blood fhed for our gueuous finnes, 

1 hat you depart and lay no handson me. 

The deed you vndertake is damnable, 

1 What we will doe,we doc vponcommanu ? 

a Andhethat hathcommanded vs is the King. 

C/4. Erroneous vaffaile,the great King of Kings , 

Hath in his Table of his Law commanded. 

That thou fhalt doe no murder , and wilt thou then 
Spume at his edi&,and fulfilla mans ? 

Take heed, for he holds vengeance m his hands, 
Tohurlevpon their heads that breake his law- 

2 And that lame vengeance doth he throw on thee. 
For falfc forfwearing ,and for murder too l 

Thou didft receiue the holy Sacrament, 

To fight the quarrell of the houfe of Lankafter. 

1 And like a traytor to the name of God , 

Didll breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnript the bowels of thy foueraignes fonne, 

2 Whom thou wert fworne to cherilh and detenu. 

1 How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfullLawto vs. 

When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree ? 

Cla. Alaffe/or whole fake did 1 that indeed ? 

For Edward fix my brother,for his fake : 

Why lirs, he fends you not to murder me for this. 

For in this fmne he is as deepeas T, 

If Godwin be reuenged for this deed. 

Take not the quanell from his powerfullarme, 



ni 
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Heneedes no indire& norlawfull courle. 

To cut offtholethat hatie offended him- 
i Who made thee then a bloody minifrer, 

W hen gallant lpring, bra ue-PJantage.net, 

The Princely Nouice was ftrookcrkad by thee. ' 

< !*> My brothers loue,the Diuell, and myrage. 

1 Thy brothers loue, the Diuell, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla. Oh. if- you louemy brother, hate not me, 

3 am his- brother, and l Ioue him well : 

If you behirde forneede,goebacke againe. 

And I will fend you to my brother Cjloccfter, 

Who will-reward you better for my life. 

Then EdwardmW for tidings of my death- 
a You aredeceiued,your brother GUsefier hates you- 
Cla. Oh no,he Ioues me, and he holds me deare. 

Gee you to him from me. 

-dm - 1 lb we will. 

Cla- Tell him, when rhat our Princely father Torke, 
Bled his three fonnes with his victorious arme ; 

And chargd vs from his foule to loueeach other. 

He little thought of this diuided friendship. 

Bid Cjloseflcr thinke on t Jus, and he wili.weepe, 
-^w.I,milffones,as heleffoned vs to weepei 
( la. O doe not flander him for he is kind. 

. 1 itight as fiiow in harueft, thou deceiueft thy felfe, 
i is be that fent vs hither now to murder thee- 
■S-f* H cannot be; for when I parted with him 
l ie hugd me in his armes, and fwore with lobs, 

■That he would labour my deliuery. 

2 Why fo he doth,now he deliuers thee, 

Trom this worlds thraldoms, to the ioyes of Heauen. 

1 Makepeace with God, for you mult dye my Lord.’ 

_ eia* Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 
i ocounfell me to make-my peace with God; 

And art thou yet to thy owne foule fo blinde, 
i hat thou wilt war with God, for murdring me? 

Ah firs confider, he that fet you on 

To doe this deed, will hate you for this deed, 

a -What 
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a What mail we doe? 

Cla. Relent, and iaue yottriodXcs- ■ _ 

1 Relent, tiseowardly, and womamlh* 

/Y^-Notto relent, is beaftly fauage.and diuellifTtr 
My friends I (pie fomepitty in your iookes 
Oh if thy eyes be not a flatterer. 

Come thou on my fide and mtreate for me - 
{ heroine Prince whatbeggerpitties not . 

1 Uhus,and- thus: if this will not ferue He fids kt*> 

He chon thee in the Malmefey but in the next rooms. 

2 A bloody deed and defperately performd, 

How fainevvould I like -P iUtc waih my hands. 

Of this moft grieuous guilty murder done. 

1 Why doft thou not helps me ? 

By heauen the Duke fhall knowhow flackethou arc. 

' 2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother. 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. 

1 So doe not I, goe coward as thou arc. 

Now mu ft I hide his body in feme hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his burialls 
And when I haue my meed 1 muft away. 

For this will out, and here I muft not flay. 

Enter King, Oueeneflafiing^ K iuersfye. 

King. So now I haue done a gooddayesworke 
Your Peares continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expeft an Embaflage 
From my Redemer,to redeems me hence : 

And now in peace my foule fhall part to heauen, 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace on earth : 

Kiaers and Huttings^ take each others hand, 

Difemble not your hatred, fwcare your loue- 

Ki.?>y heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate. 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts ioue. 

Hal f , So thriue Iasi fweare the like. 

King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Leaft he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden fal'ehood, and award 
Eyther of you to be the others end. 



Exit* 



Exeunt 













Haft. So profperI,as I fweaie perfect loucs 
Ri. And las 1 lou eHafiings with my heart. 

King, Maddam,your felfe is not exempt in this, 
Nor/your Tonne D orfet, Buckingham j nor you. 

You haue beene fa&ious one againft the other .• 

W ife, loue Lord Haftings , let him kiffe your hand, 

And what you doe, doe it vnfainedly. ' 

Chu Here Hafiings i I will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, lo thriue 1 and mine* 

■D^r/.Thusenterchange ofloue, I here proteft, 

Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Ball . And fo I fwere my Lord . 

King* Now princely 'Buckingham feale vp this league, 
With thy embracement to my wiues allies. 

And make me happy in this vnity. 

£#e^.Wheneuer Buckingham d oth turnehis hate 
On you,or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherilh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate, in thofe wherel.e^peft moll loue, 

W hen I haue moft neede to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a trieind, 

Deepe, hollow trecherous,and full of guile 
JBehe vntome: This doe I beggeofGod 
When I atmrold in zealcto you or yours. 

King. A pleafung cordiall VnvcolyBuckinghmi, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fkkly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Cloeefter here. 

To make the perfeft period of this peace. 

Enter Glocefler . 

Buck- And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 
GVc.Good morrow to my loueraigne King and Queene, 
And princely Peares, a happy time of day. 

King , Happy indeed as we hauefpent the da^ 
Brother, we haue done deeds of charity : ■ - 

Made peace of emnity/aire loue of hate, 

Betwcene the fefwel ling wrong infeenfed Peares* 

Glo. A bleffed labour moft foueraigne Liege, 

Among ft this Princely heape, if any here 
By falls intelligence, or wrong furmife. 
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Hold me a foe. If I 

Ha... thought commuted tte stofliy 

"Rv anv in this prelencc , Iaeiire 
1 ©‘reconcile meto hisfreindly peace, 

Th death to me to be at emntty , 

I hate it and defire all good mens loue. 

S^dg^^bSccne «, 
ofycl my y Srfl«c» . end ImgCr.j ofyou. 

That all without defart haue frbund on me. 

Lukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all • 

I do not know that Englishman aliue. 

With whom my foule is any idtteat oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to ni g 1 

hereafter, 

I would toGod all ftrife were well compounded. 

My foueraigne leigel dobefcechyourMaiefty 
To take our brother Clarence , toyour grace. 

G/*.Why Maddam, haueT offered loue for this, 

Tobethusfeomdin this royall prefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead? 

You doe him iniury to fcorne his coarfe- ( he is ? 

Ri. who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
<?«. All feeing heauen , whataworldisthis . 

R?tc. Looke 1 fo pale UvdDbrfet as the reft ? 

Dor. 1 my good Lord and none in this prefence 
But his red Colour hath forfooke his cheekes- 
Kin.\sCUrence dead ? the order was reuerft. 
do. But He poore foule by our firft order dide. 

And that a winged Mercury did beare. 

Some tardy cdple bore the counter maund, 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God grawntthatfomeleffe noble and *efle loyall , 

Neerer in bloody thought s,but not in blood j 
Deferue notworfe then wretched Clarence did, 
had yet goe currant from fuipition* Enter Darby 




r?\ A boon L e (ny foueraigne) for my feruiee don* 
j £ 1 P r ‘iy thee P^ce my louleis full of fonovv. ' 

‘ ? „ Th W1 r n °l nfe Vnleflb y° ur higbnefle grant 
£'*• l b «/P« k « c once, what is it thou demanded > 
J? ar '} helo / eiC CS°WKMgp) of my feruancs life ' ? 
Jv ho flew to day a ryotoiis gentleman 
i.ate!y attending on the Duke of Norfolk*, 

Aja,,f' C L I r t0ngUC CO domc h brothers death 

And fha l thefame gnie pardon to a flaue - . * 

My Brother flew no man, his fault was nought, 

And yet ins punifliment was cruell death? 

Who filed to rpe for him? who itrmy rage, 

Iynedd at my feete,and bad me be ad uifde ? 

Wiofpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore fqule did tbrfake 

•wh m & t y^f r "* e 4f>.«nd did 'fight forme? 

Who told me m the held at Tcwxbury., 

When Oxford^ me dovvne herefcued me, 
wy d deare brother line and bea King? 

Who told me when we both lay in, the held 
Frozen almoft to dcat^bow' helapt me * 

Enen ni his ovyne armes, and gaue himfelfe 

In t v. I - nn r €and na bed. to thenumbe cold night? 

SfnfiiM fl r m l myr j membr anoe brutiib,wmth 
Smfuljy pluckt,and not a .man of you 

Ha d lo much grace to put it 'in my minde. 
out when your carters or your way ting valfaiks 
Haue done a drunken daughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deare A Redeemer 
You flcaight are on your knees for pardon, pardon 
And I vnui flly. too, migrant it /on, F 
Biitformy brother not a man would fpeake 
Nor 1 (vngraciousj fpeake vnto my felfe, 

Forhirn poore loule: the proudeA one youall 
auebeenc beholding to him in his life, 

6hV n oT ? /° U T' ld 0nce P Ieade & bis life : 

Oh God, I feare thy ruftice will take hold 
J ni^snd you,and mine,and yours for this f F* > 

C 0W me lo. my ctef« l0 h poore dj* 



e/ Richard /$<? Thirrfl 

Gig , This is the fruit of rawneffe : markc you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death • 

Oh, they did vrge it ftillvntb the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 
To comfort with our company. Exeunt « 

Enter DutchesofTorkejvitb Clarence Children . 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ( ? 

But. No Boy. ( breaft ? 

Boy. Why doe you wring your hands and beat your 
And cry. Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

GirleJNhy doe youlooke on vsand {hake your head ? 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes, cattawaies. 

If that our noble Father be aliue ? 

But. My pritty Cofens you miftake me much, 

I do lament the ficknelfe of the King : 

As loth to loofe him now your Fathers dead ' 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft^ 

•S^.Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncleis too blame for this : 

God will reuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effedt. 

But .Peace Children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and lhallow inocents. 

You cannot gefle who caufed your Fathers death. 

Iioy. Granam, we can : for my good Vncle Gtoccttcr* 
Told me , the King prouoked by the J^neene, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

Andhugd me inhisarmes, and kindly kift my cheekes, - 
And bad me relie on him as one my Father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his'Cbilde. 

But. Oh that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle fhapes. 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonne.yea and therein my fhame : 

Y et from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Thinkeyoumy Yncle did diflemble, Granam ? 

Put.' I Boy: 

i cannot thinke it, harke, what noyfe is this 

E Enter. 



ii ! 
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Te 7 rage ay ' 

Enter the Qweette. 

j^fc.Whofhall hinder me to waile and weepe,- 
To chide my fortune, and torment my felfe? 

3ie ioyne with blacke defpaire againft my felfe. 

And to my felfe become an enemy- 
-D#r-What meanes thisfbeaneof rudeimpaticnce> 

T o make an a<ft oftragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne,ourKing,is dead. 

Why grow the branches,now the rooteiswitherd 
'Why wither not the leaues,the lap being gone ? 

Ifyou will line,, lament; if dye^he briefe : 

That our fwift winged foules may catch the Kings, 

Or' like obedient fubie&s, follow him 
To his newKingdome of perpetualLreft. 

2>#f- Ah f© much intereft haue liathy borrow,' 

As 1 had title in my noble husband : 

I haue bewept a-worthy husbands deaths 
And lin’d by looking on his image : 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance. 

Are cra£ in pieces by malignant death. 

And I for comfort haue but onefalfe g-Iafle, 

■Which grieues me when I fee myfhamein him, 

-Thou art a widdovv, yet thou ait a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left theer 
But death hath fnatcht my children from mine armes, 
And pluft two crutches from my feeble Jimmes,-. 
Edward, and Clarence, O what caufe haue i, 
lhen,beingt>ut moityof my felfe, 

Toouergoe thy plaints,and drownethy cries? 

Good aunt, you] wept not for my fathers death, 
r ‘ ow can we ayd you with our kindreds teares ? 

1 fbr/. Our fatherlefle diftrefte was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnvvept, 

J&“Giue me no helpein lamentation. 

I am not barren to bring forth laments, .. 

■ill Iprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
ihat I being gouemdby.the watry Moone, 

.May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world: 

,• * m husband tor my heire Lord Edward* 

jhnh 
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For emulation now ,who (ihallbeearneft, 

V 7 hich touch vs all too neereif God preuctittiot 
Oh full of danger is tbeDuke of Glocefier , 

And the Queenes kindred haughty and proud. 

And were they to berulde,and not rule, 

bcweH, . 

, When clouds appeare,wife men put on their cloakes. 
When great leaues fell,tfae winter is at hand_: ■ 

W hen the Sunne fets,who doth not lcoke for night • 
Vntimelv ftormes makes them expert a dearth : 

AU men be well: but if God fomt fo, 

Tis more then vve deferue } or I expert, 

1 Truely the foules of men are full of dreaa. 

Yea cannot almoft reafon with a man 

That ladies not heauy and full of feare. 

2 Before the time of change ftitl it isle. 

By a diuine inftinfr mens mindes miftrtift 
Enfuing»d angers ,as by proofc we fee. 

The waters fwell before a boyftrous ftorme. 

But lcaueit all to God : whether away ? 
a We are fent for to the Iuftiee, 

3 And fo was I , ilebeateyou company. 

Enter Cardinals .Dutches ofT orke.^ueene, young Torfe* 

Car. Laft night T heare they lay at : iV onhampo» 5 
At Sttnj-ftr atford will they be to night. 

To morrow or next day will they be here. < 

Dut.l long with all my heart to fee the "Prince, 

I hope he is much growne fincel laft fewftum. 

heare no,they fay my fonne of Cork* 

Hath ouertane him in growth. 

Tor. I mother ,but I would not haue it fo. 

Dut. Why my young coufin, it is good to grow 3 
Tor. Gramm, one night as we did lit at luppe'r, 

My V nc\zRtuers talkt ho w 1 did grow 
More then my brother, I quoth my V ncle Glo . 

Small hearbes i haue grace ,great weeds grow apace: 

And fince my thlnkes l would not grow fo faff, 

Becaufe fwect flowers are flowytnd weeds make hafte» 

E l Dhu 
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Dftt.Good faith,good faitfuthe faying did not holds 
In him that did obieA the fame to thee : 

He was the wretchedft thing when he was young , 

So long a growing and fo leafurely. 

That if this were a rule he fhould be gracious. 

Car. WhyMaddam, Id no doubt he is, 

JDgtt'I hope fo too but yet let Mothers doubt. 

Ter. Now by my troth if I had beene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my Vncles grace a flout, ( mine,’ 
That fhould haue .neerer toueht his growth then he did 
But .How my pietty T orke :.I. pray thee let me heare it. 
Tor. Marty they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fa ft. 

That he could gnaw acruft,at two houresold, 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam, this would haue beene aprirty ieft. 

But. I pray thee pritty Torke , who told thee fo ? 

Tor. Granam , his.Nurfe* 

But. Why fhe was dead ere thou wcrt borne* 

Ter. If twerc not fhe,I cannot tell who told me* 
gu,. A perilous boy, go too thou art too fhrewd. 

Car* Good Maddam be not angry wifih the child* 

£lu. Pitchers hath eares. Cuter Borfe^ 

Car. Heere comes your fonne. Lord Marques,£>«/tf, 
What;newes Lord Marques ? 

Bor.Snch newes my Lord,as griues me to vnfold* 
^.How fares the Prince ? 

X> cr* Well Maddam, and in health s 
But. What is the neyves then ? 

Bor, Lord Ritters, and Lot& Graj, ate Cent to Pmf ret i 1 
.With them Sir Ihomas P'aughan, prifoners. 

But. Who hath committed them ? 

Bor. The Mighty Dukes Glocefier and Buckingham. 

Car. r For what offence f 

Bor. Thefumme ofall lean,! haue difclofed : 

W hy or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne.to me, my gracious Lady. 

me, I fee the downefall of our Houfe, 

The Tiger now hath fcazd the gentle Hinde : 

Infixing tyrany begins to iet. 
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Third. 



Vpon the innocent and lawleffe throane: 

Welcome deftru<ftion,death,and mafiacrc, 

I fee as in a Map the end ofall. , 

Dut. Accurfedand vnquiet wrangling dayes 
How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? ' 

My husband. loft his life to get the Crowne, 

And often vp and downe my tonnes were toft. 

For me to -ioy and weepe were gaine and lofle. 

And being feated and domeflicke broyles 
Qeane ouerblowne,themfelues the conquerours 
Make war vpon themfelues, blood againft blood , 

Selfe againft felfe,0 prepoftrous 

And franticke outrage, end the damned fpleene,' 

Or let me die to lookeondcath no more. 

Come come,my boy, we will to San&uary« 

Dut. lie goe along with you. - 
J?#.You haue no caufc. 

‘(far . My gracious Lady, goe. 

And thither beare your treafure and your goods. 

For my part, ilerefignevnto your grace. 

The lealel keepe,and fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you, and all yours: 

Come, ilecondudf you to theSan&uary. t-xemt 

The Trumpets fomi.Bmer young Prince, Duke of 

glocefier, and Buckingham ,Cardinall t &c. . 

Buc. Welcome fweet Prince to London,to your chamber. 
Glo. WelcomefweetCofen.mythoughts foueraigne .* 
The weary way hath made you melancholy * 

Pun. No Vncle, but our croffes on the way. 

Hath made it teadious, wearyfomeand heauy, 

I want more Vncles here to welcome me, 

Glo- Sweet Prince,the vntainted vertueof your yeares,' 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

No more can you diftinguilh of a man. 

Then of his outward {hew,which-God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart : 

Thofe vncles which you want were dangerous. 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words, 

But iookt not on the poyfon of their hearts : 




God keeps you from them,and from fuch faife friends. 
Prin. God Keepe me from faife friends,but they were none 
Gig. My Lord, the Maior of London comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Maior. (daies. 

God bleffe your Grace, with health and happy 
Prin. I thanke you good my Lord,and thanke you all, 

I thought my mother ,and my brother Porke, 

W ould long ere this haue met vs on the way .* 

Fie what a (lug is Hafiings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no* Enter L.H43, 
2?«c.And in good time here comes the fweating Lord, 
Brin -Welcome my Lord ; what, will our mother come ? 
Hail* On what occafionGodheknowes,not T : 

The Qpeene your rrfother,and your brother Porks 
Hath taken Sanfluary : .The tender Prince 
W ould faine come with me to meetc your Grace, 

. But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and peeuifh courfe 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinally will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke oiPorkg 
Vntohis .Princely brother prefently ? 

Iffhee deny. Lord Halting! goe with them, 

■ And from her ieaious armes,plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo*of Buckingham my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Porke 
Anon expefl him here: but if lire be obdurate 
To milde intreaties, God forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleffed Sanftuary: not for all this Land, 

W ould I be guilty offo great a finne, 

Buc. You are too fencelefle obftinate my Lord, 

Too ceremonius and traditionall : 

W eigh it but with the greatneffe ofhis age. 

You breakenot Sanfluary in feazing him : 

The benefit vyhereof is alwayes granted 
fo thofe whofe dealings haue deferued the place ' 

And thole who haue the wittoclaime the place, 

1 his Prince hath neyther claimed it,nor deferued it 

And therefpre in mine opinion cannot ha neit. • * 
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Then 



* KicnafcTf^ 

Then take him from thence that is not there. 

You breake no priuiledge nor Charter there ; a , ; „v 

Ofi haue 1 heard of Sanfluary men, 

nut Sanfluary children neuer till now. 

Car.Uy Lord,you flhall ouer-rule my mind for once . 
Come one Lord Hafiings ^ ill you goe with me ? 

Halt. I poemyLord. Exit -Car. .& Hajt 

Prin. Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may; 
Say Vncle Cjlecefier, if our brother come, 

Where (hall we foionrne till our Coronation ? 

Ql 0 . Where it thinkft beft vnto your royall felfe ! 

If" I may counfell you feme day or two , 

Your highneffe fiiall repofe you attheTower : 

Then wereyou pleife as (hall be thought mod fie . 

For your beft health and recreation. 

Prin. I doe not like the Tower of any place. 

Did Iullius Cafer build that place my Lord ? 

Bhc . He did my gracious Lord begin that place. 

Which fincefueceeding ages haue reedified. 

Is it vpon record or elfe reported 
Succefliuely from age to age,he built it > 

Buc. Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regifterd, 
Merhinkesthe truth fhould liue from age to age. 
Ast’wereretaild to all pofterity, ' J " : 

Euen to. the generall ending day. . , 

Cilo. So wife, fo young, they fay do neiier line Iong« 
I’m. What fay you Vncle ? 

Glo. I fey without Caraffers fame Hues long ; 

That like the formal! vice, iniquity, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prin, That lulins Cafer was a famous man. 

With what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit fet' downe to make his valour liue ; 

Death makes no conqueft ofhis conquerour. 

For now he Hues in fame though nett in life - 
He tell youwha,tmy Coufen Buckingham- 
Bug. w hat my gracious Lord ? 

Prin. And if I liue vntill I be a man. 

F 
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lie winnc our ancient right inFr/w^againe, 

Or dye a fouldier as I lin'd a King, 

Glo. Short fummers likely haue a forward fpnW 

Enter young Vorke Raftings £ar din all. 

;2?^f jlSfow in-good time,heerc comes the Duke of Torli 
Prin. Richard of Torke how fares our noble brother: * 1 
Far . W ell my dearc Lord •• fo mu ft I call you now .* 
PrinX brother to our griefe , as it is yours : 

Too late he died that might haue kept this Title 
W hich by Ids death hath ioft much maiefty, 5 ; 

Glo . How faires our coufan noble Lord ofTorhe, 
Tor.1 thankc you gentle Vncle ;C> my Lord , 

YOu Laid that idle weeds are faft in growth ; 

T he Prince my brother hath ouer growne meiarre. 
qio. Hee hath my Lord. 
lor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Ohmyfairecoufen Imuftnotfayfo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I, 

Glo. Be may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfmanf 
T or. I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger little coufen,withall my heart. 

Erin, A begger brother ? 

T or. Of my kind Vncle that I know will gius 
And being but a toy which is nogift , to giue, 

Glo, Agreatergiftthenthat Ilegiuemycoufen. 

Tor. A greater gift , O tHats the Sword to it. 

Glo. 1 gentle coufen were it light enough. 

T°r. O then I fee you will part but with light gifts 
In weigntier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is to weighty for your grace to weare. 

1 or. I weigh it lightly were.it heauier. 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon little lord- 
Tor . I would that I might thinke you as you call me< 
Glo. How ? Torke, Little* 

°^ or ko will ftill becrofte in talke : 

/ nc;e your grace knowes how to beare with him* 

- or. You meane to beare me , not to beare with me ; 

- f ncie 3 my brother mockes both you and me, 

Becaafe 







oneyoltf moulds 

H Bhc. With what a fharpe promded withe reafons. 

To mitigate the fcorne he giues his vscle. 

He nretely and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning and fo young is wondcrfull . 

Glo. My Lo* wilt pleale you pafle along ? 

My felfe and my good coufifl Vrtl&g**, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Ty.What will’you go vntothe Tower my Lord- 

Yr/«.My Lord protedor will haue it fo. 

Tor. I (hall not fieepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo, Why what fhould you feare - ? 

Tor. Marry my vncle Clarence angry gnoft ; _ 

My granam told me, he was murdred there, 

Pritt.l feare novnclesdead. 

Glo. Nor none that liue,I hope- 

Pm. And if they iiue,I hope I need not feare. 

But come my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vntothe Tower. 

Exeunt Prin .Tor. Hast. Do r. Manet B 
Thinke you my L- this little prating Torhe\ 

Was not incenced by his lubtile mother , 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 
Bold,quicke,ingenious,forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

5#* Well let them reft: come hither Cateshj, 

Thou art fwom as deeply toeffeft what weintend 
As clofely to cohceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon the way ; 

W hat thinkeft thou,is it not an eafie matter 
To make William LM tilings of our mind. 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcate royallof this famous He ? 

Cat. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince^ 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Bus. What thinkeft thou then of Stanley , what will he ? 

F z Cat . 
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*■' Cats He will do all in all as Haft tugs dotL 
Bac. W ell then no more but this: 

Go gentle Catesby^ and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haftixgs , how he ftands affeft ed 
Vhto ourpurpoie,Ifhe be willing, 

Encourage him and fhew him all our reafons: 

If he be leaden, icy, cold vnwilling, 

Be thou fotoo : and fo bteake off your talke, 

Andgiue vs notice of his inclination. 

For we to morrow hold deuided counfels 
W herein thy feife fliall highly be imployed. 

Gto.C ommend me to LlWi/HamyellhimCattsby 
His ancient knot, of dangerous a duerfaries : 

To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friendsforioycf this good newes, 

Giuc gentle Mis Shore one gentle kifle the more. 

Buts Good Catesby effetff this bufineffe foundly. 

Cat , My good Lords both : with all the heed I may. 

Glo.S hall we heare from you Catesby ere we fleepe ? 

Cat . You (Ball my Lord. Exit Catesby , | . 

Glo. At Crosby place there fhallyou find vs both. j 
-5#ir.Now my Lord , what fhall we doeif we perceiue 
William Lord Hastings will pot yeildto ouccomplots? ' 

Glo. Chop off hishead man, fome What, we will doe, 

And looke when I am King,clairne thou of me 
TheEarledcme o£Herforda.nd the mooueables, . ■ I 
Whereof the King my brother flood polfeft. 

^w.Ileclaime that promife at your hands. 

^ Glo. And looke to haue it yealded with willingneffe. 
Come let vs ftp betimes, that afterwards 
we may digeft our complots in Lome forme Exemu 
Enter a mejf eager to Lord Hafiings, 

BLe[f. What ho my Lpsd-,. ■ j. •• 

LI aft . Who knocks at the doore ? 

BEejf. A meffenger from the Lord Stanley. Emir ho. Haft I 
Haft. Whatsa Clocke ? 




Befides he fayes, there are two counfels held, 
s A nanv be deternmed at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rew at the othes 
Therefore he lends to know your Lord (hips pleafurc 
Tfnrefentlv you yvili take horie with him, 

An P d with all fpeed poft into the North, 

To ftun the danger that his foule diuines. 

Hast. Good fellow goe returne vnto my Lord, 

Bid him notfearethe Operated counfels j 

His honour and my felte are at the one, . 

And at the other is my feruant Catesby. 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth v», • 

Whereof 'Ifliall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his feares are ihallow, wanting inflancy; 

And for his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond 
Totruft the mockery of vnquiet flnmbers* 

To fiie the Bore before the Bore perfues vs, . 

Were to incence the Boare to follow vs. 

And makepurfuit where he did meane to chafe ; 

Go bid thy mafter rife and come to me. 

And we will both together to the T ower. 

Where he fhallfee the Boare will vs kindly. 

Me ft My gracious Lord ,ile tell him what you fay. Exit « 
Enter Catesby to Lord Hatting*. 

Cat. Many good morrows to my noble Lord. 

Haft » Good morrow Catesby : you are early ftirring, - 
What new Sjwhat news,in this our tottering ftate ? 

. Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And I beleeue twill neuer ftand vpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme. 

Haft. How ? weare the Garland? doft thou meane the 
Cat. I my good Lord. (Crowne ? 

Hast. lie haue this crowne of mine cut from my fhoul- 
Ire 1 will fee the Crowne lb foule milplaft j (ders, 

. But canft thou gueffe that he doth aymeatit? 

CW,Vpon my life my L. and hopes to . find you forward 

F 3 Ypon 






Vpon his party for the gaine thereof, 

And thereupon he fends you this good news t 
That this fame very day, your enemies. 

The kindred of theQueene,muft dye at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed 1 am no mourner for this news, 

Becaufe they haue beene ftill mine enemies: 

But that ile giue my voyce on Richards lide, 

Tobarremy matters heires in true defent, 

God knows I will not doe it to the death. 

Cat . God keepe your Lordttiip in that gracious mind. 
Haft. But I (hall 1 augh at this a twelmonth hence 
That they who brought me to my matters hate, 

3 liue to looke vpon their tragedy : 

I tell thee Catesby. Cat . What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fome packing that yet thinkes not one it. 

Cat . Tjs a vile thing to dye my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard,and lookepot for it* 

Haft.O monttrous,monftrous,and ibit fals out 
With Rivers ,Faughan, Gray , and fo twill doe 
With fome men elfe, who thinke themfelues asfafe 
As thou^nd I,who as thou knowft are deare 
To Princely Richard., and to Buckingham. 

Cat . The Princes both make high account of you 
For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do and I haue well deferitd it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L* where is your Boarc.fpeare man? 
Feare.youthe Bore,and goe you fo vnprouided 
Stan, My L. good morrow : good morrow Catesby : 
You may ieft on;but by the holy Rood, 

I doe not like thefe feuerall counfels. 

Haft. My L. I hold my life as deare as y ou doe yours, 
And neueriri my life I doe proteft. 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that 1 know our ftate fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

Stan, The lords at Pomfret when they rode from London, 
Were iocund,and fuppofd their ftates was fure. 

And 



of Richard the Third. 

And indccde had no cau'e to millruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the day orecaft. 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt. 

Pray God I fay, I proue a need lelfe coward, 

Butcomemy Lord fhall we tothe Tower ? 

Hast • I go : but ttay, heare you not the newes . 

This day thole men you talke of are beheaded, 

S't'a . They for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats- 
But come my L. let vs away . Exit. L. Stanley ,& Cat • 

Haft Go you before He follow prefently. 

Enter Hejlings a Purftttant. _ 

Hast. Well met Haftings, how goes the world with thee? 
iW.The better that it pleafe your good Lordlhip to ask? 
Haft. I tell theefellow, tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laft where now we meete 

Then was 1 goingprifoner to the Tower, 
Bythefuggeftionofthe Queenes alies • 

But now 1 tell thee ( keepe it to thy felfe ) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better Rate then euer I was- 
Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content; 
JLitf.Gramercy Haftings , hold Ipcnd thou that. 

He giues kimhisyurfe. 

Pur . God faue your Loi&frn'p.Exit.Pur. Enter a P rieft . 
Haft * What Sir lohn, you are well met : 

I am beholding to you for your laft dayes exercife s 
Come the next Sabbath, and 1 Will content you .Hewhifpets 
Enter Buckingham. ( in his earee 

j?#r.How now Lord Chamberlaine , what talking with a 
Yourfriends at Pomfret they doeneed the Prieft. (Prieflv 
Your Honour hath no ftriuing workein hand. 

/LzJf.Goodfaith, and when I met this holyman, 

‘Thole men you talke of came into my miride : 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Buc. 1 do 5 but long T fhall not ttay', . 

1 {ball returne before your Lordttiip thence. 

Haft. Tis like enough for I ttay dinner there. 

$ -And fupper too although thou knoWeft i5 not : 

Corns 
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Come (hall we goc along ? 

Enter Sir Richard Ratltjfe with the Lord Riuers 
Gray and Vaughan, t prifoners 
Rat.G ome bring forth the prifoners* 

Riu.Sit Richard Batliff'e , let me tell thee this : 
Todaythoufhalt behold a fubieft die. 

For truth for duty and for loyalty* 

Gray * God keepethe Prince from all the packe of you i 
A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers* 

Ritt.O Pomfertftomfret. O thou bloody prifon, 
Fatall and ominous to noble Peares : 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walles 
Richard the fecond heere was hackt to deaths : 

And for more flaunder to thy difmall foule, 

We giue thee vp our guiltlefle blood to drinke* 

Gray. Now Margrets curfe is falne vpon our heads, 
For Handing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne* 

&#.Then curft fhe Haft mgs ,then c urtt Ihe Buckingham;, 
Then curtt fhe Richard. O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs,. 

And for my fitter and her princely fonne : 

Befatisfied deare God with our true bloods* 




Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muftbefpilt* 
jR<?/.Come,cOtrie,difpatch,the limit of your Hues is out, 
Rift. Come Gray, come V tttgham , let vs all imbrace 
And take our leaues yntdUve, ^eete in beauen* Exmn 
Enter the Loras to com fell.. 

Bafl .My Lords at once thecaufe why we are met. 

Is to determine of the Coronation. 

Tn Gods Name fay when is this royall day ? 

Buc. Are all-things fitting for that royall time]? 

■ Lar . It is, and yet in nomination* 

Bijhf To morrow then, I geffeahappy time* 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protestors mind herein? 
Who is mottiriwardwiththenobleDuke ? (his mind.' 

Bijh . Why you my L.me thinks you fhould fooneft know 
_ SwWho I my Lord ? we know each others faces *• 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 

1 hen I of yours : nor I no more of his, then you of mine, 

' - Lord 



t f J allin ?s, -you and he are neereinloue* ^ 

Hal l thanke his grace, I know he loues me well . 

But for his pnrpofe in the Coronation 
I hauenot founded him , nor he dehuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein : 

But v© u my Lord may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe Ilegiue my voyce. 

Which I prefume he will take in good part. 

V Bilb.Now in good time heerecomes the Duke himfelfe* 
Enter Cjlocefier . 

Glo. My noble Lord, and coufens all good morrow, . 

I haue beene long a fleepe , but now I hope 
My abfence doth negle6t no great defignes, 

W hich by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 

'Sue. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L. Haflings had now pronounft your part : 

I meane your voyce from Crowning of the King, 

Glo * Then my A* Ha flings, no man might be bolder^, 

His Lord fhip knowes me well.and loues me well* 

Hafl, I thanke your grace* 

Glo. My Lord of Elia 
Biflo. My Lord* 

Glo. When I was laft in Holbdrne, 

Ifaw good ftrawberies in you Garden there, 

I doe befeech you fend for feme of them* 

Bi[h. I goe my Lord* 

Glo. Coufen Buckingham, a word with you i 
Cate shy hath {owndcdH aftings in ourbufineffe. 

And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hote. 

As he will loofe his head ere giueconfent. 

His maitters fonne as worftiipfull he termes it. 

Shall loofe the royalty of Englmds Throane* 
A«c*withdraw yon hence my A .He follow yon.Ex.Glo, 
Dar.We haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph* 

T © morrow in mine opinion is too foone ? 

For I my felfe am not fo well prouided. 

As dfe I would be , were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Bifhop of E lie. (berries. 

Bifh. Where is my L.Protettor, lhaue fent for thefe ttraw, 

G Baft* 
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Haft. His grace lookes cbearefully and fmooth to dav 
Theres fomeconceit or other likes him well, * 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit 
T thinke there is neuer a maninChriftendome, 

That can leffe bide his loue or hate then he : * 

For by his face ftraight fhail you know his heart. 

*Dar. W lut of his heart perceiue you in his face, • 

By any likelihood hefhewed to day ? 

Baft. Marry that with no man heere he is offended, 
For if he were , he would haue fhewde it in his face. 
Bar. 1 pray God-he benot.I fay. 

Enter Glocefter. 

Glo. I pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do conlpiremy death with diuelilh plots 
Of damned witchcraft , and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body with their hellilhcharm'es ? 

Baft. The tender loue I beare your grace my Ford ' 
Makesme mod forward in this noble prefence. 

To doomethe offenders whatfoeuer they be % 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death, 

Gh. Then be your eyes the witneffe of this ill 
See how 1 ambewitcht, behold minearme J 
Is like a blafted fapling withered vp. 

T his is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch. 
Contorted with that harlot ftrumpetSW 
That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

£ h e y baue done this thing my gracious Lord* 

t ia\ Ifth ° U i r -T^l er this< ^ a mned ftrumpet. 

Telli thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head-: Now by Saint Paul. 

I will not dine to day 1 fwere 
VntiH I fee the fame, fomefeeit done : 

„ fur h3t l0 r er ^ ej COme and follow me. Exeunt m»et 

1 °l da Z my footc doth Horfedid durable 
And flatted when he l*okt ypon the Tower, i * 

As 
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As loth to beareme to the {laughter-boufe. 

Oh now I warrant the Prieft that fpake to me, 

IboW repent I told the Pursuant, 

As tweretriumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfret bloodily were butchcrd. 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and tauour. 

Oh Margret^Margrety now thy heauy curie 
Is lightned on poore Baftings wretched head* . 

Cat. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner. 

Make a fhort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Hal f.O momentary ftate of worldly men, . 

Which we more hunt for,then for the graceot heaue ' 

Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire look s a 
Liucslike a drunken fayler on a maft. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blocks, beare him my neat* 

They fmile at me, that Ihortly (lull be dead 

Enter Duke of glocefter ,aud Buckingham ^ « ^ 

Glo .Come coufen,canft thou quake and change thy colotu 
Murder tljy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert deftraft and mad with terror, 

Buc.Tnt feare not me, 

I can counterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speake and looke backe and prie on euery fide ; 

Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like enforfeq fmiles. 

And both are ready in theij offices , 

To grace my ftratagems. Enter Mator «■ 

Glo. Here comes the Maior . 

Bug. Let me alone to entertaioe him. L.Maiot 
Glo. Looke to the draw-bridge there, 

Buc. The reafon we haue fent for you, 

Gio.Cateshy ouer-looke the walles* 

Buc. Harke,I hcare a drumme. 

C/a.Looke backe defend thee,here are enemies 
Bue. God and our innocency defend vs« 

Glo , 0, 0,be quiet it is Catesby . 

G a Enter 
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£ nter Cate sky, with Hastings head. 

Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traytor,- 
The dangerous and vnfufpe&ed H aflings, 
do * So deare I Iou’d the man that I muft weepe s 
I tookehimfor the playneft harmelefle man. 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian: 

Looke ye my Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
TheHiftoryof a'll her fecret thoughts; 

So fmooth hedaubd his vice with fhew of vertue 
That his apparent open guilt omitted ; 

I meane his conuerlation with Shores wife. 

He layd from all attainder of fufpe&. 

, Buc, Well, well, he was the conuertft fheitred traytor 
That euer liu’d, would you haue imagined, 3 
Or almoft beleeue,were it not by great prcleruation 
W e line to tell it you ? the fubtile traytor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houfe, 

1 0 murder me and my good Lord Glocefler. 

Ma. What, had hefo? 

67o. What thinke ye we are Turkes or Infidels 
Or that we fhould againft the courfeof Law " 
Proceed thusraftily to the villaines death. 

But that theextreameperrill ofthe cafe, * 

The peace of England our perlons fkfety ■' r - 

Inforft vs to this execution ? ■ 7 

^•Now faire befall you, he deferued his death,' 

And you my good Lords both, haue well proceeded 
I o warne falie traytors from the like attempts: 

I neuer look for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Mil-Iris Shore ♦ 

^ ,Yet had not we determind he Ihoulddyc 
Vnnll.your Lord {hip came to fee-his death. 

Which now the longing haft of thefe our friends 
Somewhat againft our meaning haue preuented, 
Becaufemy Lord,we would haue had you heard 
he traytor fpeake, and timeroufly confeife 
_ie manner and the purpole ofhistreafon, 
i hat you might well haue fignified the fame 
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Vnto the Citizens, who happily may 

x 4 ,Tronfturevs in him. and waile his death* 

good Lord your gracious word fhall feru <5 

As well A® ft Ihadfeeneor heard him fpeake : 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both. 

But ile acquaint your dutious Citizens 

With all your iuii proceedings m this cate# . ^ 

Ql„. ^d to that end we wifhtyour Lordfhip here. 

To auoyd the carping cenfures of the world. - * ■ 

Hue- But fince ybu came’ to late of our intents , m 
Y et witnefte what we did intend, and io my Lord adue. ■ 
Glo. After, -after, couftn Buckingham, _ Exit Mam 

The Maior towards Guild hull hies him in all poft> 

There at your meeteft aduantage ofthe timey 
Inferrethebaftardy of Edwards children: 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 

Heire to the Crowne, meaning f indeed ) his houfe, 

Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 
Moreouer,vrge his hatefull luxury, 

And beaftly appetite in change of luft. 

Which ftretched to their ieruants,*daughters,wiues 5 
Enen wherehis luftfull eye,or fauage heart. 

Without controle lifted to make his prey ; 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my pSrfoft, 



Ofthat vnfatiat Edward, noble 7 orke. 

My Princely father thenhad warres in France, 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found that the iflue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father. 

But touch this fparingly as it were farre of, 

Becaufe you know my Lord, my brother titles. 
•Bw.Fearenot piy Lord ,ite play theOratbr 
As if the golden fee for which IpteadCj 
W ere for my felfe. 

Glo. If you thnue well, bring them to Bajnarh Caftle, 
Where you fhall find -me well accompanied 

G 5 With 
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With reuerend Fathers, and well learned Bilhops^ 

Rue. About three or foure a clocke looke to heare 
What news Guild-hall affordeth,and fo my tord farewell, 
GYoNow will I in to take fome priuy order Exit Bui 

To draw the brates of Clarence out of fight. 

And to giuc notice that no manner of perfon 
At any time,haue recourfe vnto the Princes • . 

Enter a Scrivener , •with A paper in his hand. 

• This is the indidtmem of the good Lord Haftings, 
Which in a fet hand fairclyisingrofa’d. 

That it.may bethisday red ouerinT^/j-s • - 

.-Andmarke how well the fequell hangs together, 
Eleuen houres I ipent to writ it ouer, 'j 

For yefternight by Catesby was it brought me. 

The prefident was full as long a doing, 

And yet within thefe fine houres .liu d Lord Haflinp 
Vntainted, vnexamined : free at liberty : 

Here’s a good world the while, Why who’s fogroffe 
That fees not this palpable deuice ? 

Yet who’s fo blind that fayes he lees it not ? 

Bad is the world,and all will come to nought, 
Whenfuch bad dealingmuft be feene in thought: Exi^ 

Enter Glocefter at. one doore, Buckingham at. another. 
Cjlo. How now my Lord, what fayes theGicizens ? 

Rue. Now by the holyrmother St i our Lord, 

The Citizensare mummeand fpeakenota word, 
^/o.Toucht you the baftardy of Edwards Children ? 
Rue. I did, with tbeinfatiat greedinelfeof his defires. 
His tyranny for trifles: his owne baftardy. 

As being got vout father then in France: 

Wit hall I did inferre your .lineaments. 

Being the right Idep of your father. 

Both in forme and nobleneffe of mind ; 

Layd vpon all your vi&orics in Scotland : 

Y our Difcipline in warre>mfedome in peace : ’ 

Your bounty ,vcrttv/aire humility; 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntouch’t or fleightiy handled in difeourfe : 

And when njj oratory grew to 









them that loues their Countries good, . 

S d God &« England! royal! King, 

C Glo. A , and did they fo ? 

Rue. NofoGod helpe me. 

His anfwere was the people were not wonc 
lobe fpotn rob, but by the - 

Therf he was vrgde to tell my tale again ^ 

Thus faith the Duke,thus hath f th ^Sd * ' ^ * 
f> ut nothing fpake m warrant fronvhimlelte • 

When he had done,fomfe followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall’, hurled vp their caps, 

AndfometenvoycescryedjGodfaueKing te *r 

Thankes noble Citizens and friends quoth l , 

This generall applauie and lbrnng (houte. 

Argues your wifdome and your loue to Richard, 

And fo brake off and came away. . - 

(7/a.What totiguelefle blockes were they , would hey 
Rue. No by my troth my Lord. ( not fpcake ? 

GVo.Will not the Mayor then ,and his brethren come ? 
■Bwc.The Mayor is heere *• and intend fomeieare, 

Benot fpoken withall,but with mighty lute: 

And looke you get a prayer booke it) your "and. 

And ftand betwixt to Church-men good my Lord 3 
For on that ground lie build a holy defcant. 

Benot eafiewonne to our reqtieft: 

Play the maydespart, fay no, but take it. 

G/o.Fearc not me , if thou canft plead as well for them. 
As I can fay nay to thee for my imfej 
No doubt weelc bring it to a happy lflue. 

£«c.You (hall fee what I can do, get vp to the leads. Ex, 
Now my Lord Maior, you dance attendance heere, 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoken withaU. Enter C atesbj 
Here comes hisferuanuhow now Cate shy, what fayes he? 

P Cat . My Lord he doth intreat your grace 

To vifit him to morrow , or next day j - 
w .fie 
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He is within and two reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d. 

To draw him from his holyexercife. 

Buc. Return? good Cates by to thy Lord againe 
Tell him my felfe, the Maior and Citizens, ° * 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment. 

No iefl’e importing them then our generall good. 

Are come to. baue fome conference with his grace. 
CW.Ile tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit, 

Buc‘ A ha nay Lord, this Prince is not an Edward : 
He is not lulling on a lewd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuines ; 



Not fleeping to ingrolfe his idle body. 
But praying to inrich his watchfullfoule. 



Happy were England, would this gracious prince: 

1 ake on himfelfe the foueraignety thereon. 

But fure I feare we fhall neuer winne him to it. 

Bsfa. Marry God for bid his grace fhould fay vs nay.' 

Enter Catesby . 

Buc- 1 . feare he will, how now Catesby .. 

"What fayes your Lord ? 

Cat . My L. he wondersto what end you haue alfembled 
Such troopes of Citizens to fpeakewith him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before .* 

My Aord,hefeares you meane no good to him. 

.Sorry I am my noble confen (houl 
Sulpeil me that I meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfect loueto him. 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace: 

W hen holy and deuout religious men, 

Are at their beads jtis hard to draw them thence. 

So fweeteis zealous contemplation. 

Enter Kich t and two Bifbtys aloft* 

Mai. See where he ftands betweene two Clergimen, 

Buc. Two propes of vertuefor a Chriftian Prince 
l o flay luin from the fall of vanity, 

Fa moil 



Inral 

Famous PUntagenet, moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauorable eares to my requeft : 

And pardon the interruption 

Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeals. 

qio. My Lord, tbereneeds no fuch Apology, 

I rather doe befcech you pardon me. 

Who earned in the feruice of my God, 

Neelea the vifitation of my friends: 

But leaning this , what is your graces plea fure ? 

Euen that I hope which pleaicth God aboue. 

And all good men of this vngouernd lie. 

Glo. I doe fufpetf , 1 haue done fome offence, 

That feeme difgraciousin the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance : 

B uc. You haue my Lord : would it plcafe your grace 

At our intreaties to amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Then know it is your fault that you religne 
The Supreame Seate , the throane maiefticall. 

The Scepter office of your Anceftors. 

Thelineall glory of your royall Houfe, 

To the corruption of a blemifht ftocke : 

Whileft in the mildenefte of your fleepy thoughts. 

Which heere we waken to your Countries good : 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes, 

Her face defafc’t with fears of infamy. 

And almoft fhouldred in this fwallowing gulph 
Of blind forgetfullncffe and darke obliuion : 

Which to recouer wc hartily folicite 

Your gracious felfe to take on you thefoueraignty thereof, 

Not as A Steward , Subftitute, 

Nor lowly fa&or for an others game ? 

But as fuccefliuely from blood to blood. 

Your right ofbirth your Empery, your owne*. 

For this confortecl with the Citizens, 

Yourworfhipfull and very louing friends. 

And by there vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft fute come I to mou e your G race. 

G/tf.l know not whither to depart in filence* 

H 






O 





■V -' ~ C. -Nur* a X p%iir 



» fc'Xvut/- a ^u!' 



■“y^n^paj* 

Or bitterly to Ipealte in your reproofe,’ 

Beit fits my degree, or your condition: 

'Your loue deferues my thankes, but my defer? 
Vnmeritable fhunss your -high rcqueft, 

Firft,if all obbacles were cut away. 

And that my path were euen to the Crowne, 

As my right reuene w and due by birth , 

Yetfo much is my pouerty of {pipit, . , 

So mighty,and fo many my defe£ts,. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnefife. 

Being a barke to brooke no mighty fea. 

Then in my greatneflc couet to be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothcred : 

But God be thanked therst no need forme. 

And much I need tohelpe you -if need, were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royall fruit, . 

Which mellowed by the dealing houres of time, 
Will well become thefeateof Maieby ; 

And make, no doubt, vs happy by his raigne. 

On him 1 lay what you would on me ; 

The right and fortune of his happy. banes. 

Which God defend that I fhould wring from him* 
Buc . My Lord, this argues confidence in your Grace 
But the refpefls thereof are nice and triuiall, 
Allcircumbances well confidercd. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, • 

So fay we, too butnot by Edwards wife ; 

For firft he was contra&ed to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues a witneffe to that vow. 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed . 

To Bona fiber to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by apoore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty- warning and di ft refled widdowy 
Euen in the afternoone of her bell da yes. 

Made price and purchece of h is Iuftfull eye. 

Sed uce t he pitch and height of all his thoughts;. 

To bale deciention loathed bigamy, 

By her in thisynlawfuli bed he got, ' 
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of Richard the Third. 

T r.; s Edward, whom our manners terme the PdncS 5 
More bitterly could X expostulate, 

^aue that for reuerence to (ot.< ahue 
1 oiue a (paring limit to my tongue t 
Then good my Lord, take s to your royall felfc, 

This proffered benefit of dignity? f 

If not to biefle vs and the Land withalu 
Yet to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corruption of a bufy time, 

Vntoalineall truederiued courfe. , 

May. "Doe good my Lord, your Citizens rntreat you* 
Cat. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawfull fuit. 

G/a. Alas, why fhouid you heapethofe cares on me, 

1 am vnfit for bate and dignity: _ 

I doebefeechyou take it notamifle, 

I cannotnor X will not yeild to you. 

Buc. If you refufe it as in loue and zeale, 
loth to depofe the child your brothers f'onnc. 

As well we know your tendernelfe of heart. 

An d gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin. 

And equally indeed to all eftates. 

Yet whether you except our fuit or no , 

Your brothers fon (hall neuer raigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace and downefall of your houfe .* 

And in this refolution here I leaue you, , 

Come Citizens, zounds.ile intreat no more* 
qie. O doe not fweare my 1 ord Buckingham* 

Cat. Call them againe my.Lord,and accept tbeirfute. 
uino. Do good my Lord,ieaft all the Land do rew is. 
Clo. Would you enforce me to a world of care ? 
Well call them againe,! am not made of bones. 

But penetrable to your kind intenrs. 

Albeit againb my confidence, and my foule; 

Coufin of 'Buckingham , and you fage grauc men, 

Since you w ill buckie fortune oil my backe. 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I mub haue patience to endure the loade. 

Hi ' Ba 








Bfitlf blacke fcandall or fo foulefac’t reproach 
Attend the fequeli of your impofition. 

Your raeere inforcement ^Tiall acquittance me 
From all the impure plots and ftain<!s thereof, 

For God he knows and you may partly fee. 

How far re I am from the defire thereof. 

■Maj.God bleffe your Grace, we fee it, and will % & 
C/a. la faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth. 

Rue. 1 hen I lalute you with this kingly title: 

Long Hue King Richard, Unghuds royall King. 

^ — — — _ 

Rue. To morrow will it plcafe you t§ijc-Crown’d ? 
Clo. Euen when you will, fincc you will haue it fb. 

Rue. To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Clo, Come let vs to our holy taske againe : 

Farewell good coufin,farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 
Enter Ghteenc mother, Dutches of Torke,. Marque ffe 
D orfet, at one dore, Dutches of Glocefter 
at another do of e* 

Dut. Who meets vs here, my NeecePlanta genet ? 
S&3' Sifter well met, whether away fo faft ? 

^Dut*Qlo. No farther then the Tower, and as 11 guefle, 
Vppn the like deuotion as your felues. 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

Kind After tbankes,weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower* 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Lieutenant, pray you by your leaue. 

How fares the Prince ? 

Lieu. Well Maddam and in hea‘.th,but by your leaue, 

1 may notluffer you tovifithim. 

The King hath ftraightjy charged to the contrary# 

The King, why who is that ? 

Li eu I ery you mercy, I meane the Lord P rot ett or* 

^ 5 * The Lord protect himfrom that Kingly title ? 
Hath he let bonds betwixt there loue and me : . 

I am their mother, who Ihould keepe me from them? 

1 amthejrta:her,mother,and will fee them- 
' ' m ' Aunt I am in lavv^n loue their mother: 

Then 
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Then feare not thou, ile beare thy blame, 

Ind take thy Office from thee on my penli* 

Lieu. I doe befeech your graces all to pardon me. 

Tamboundbyoath, I may nordoeit. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stan.Let me but meet you Ladies at an houre hence. 
And ile falute your Grace of 2V£*,as mother : 

And reuerend looker one, of two faire Queenes- 
Come Maddam, you mull goe with me to Weft mwfltr. 
There to be Crowned Ricnards royall Queene* 

Qp. o cut my lace in funder, that ray pent hear* 
May"hauS- Tome fcope to beate, or elfe I found 

faresyour Graced; 

o ) u . o i?»r/<rr,fpeake-n<)tto nie,get thee hence, . 

Death and deftruftien dogs thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous tochildren, 

If thou wilt ouerftrip death . goe crofle me Seas, 

And liue with Richmond from the race of freU, 

Goe hie thee,hie thee, from this flaughter-hou.c, 

Leaft thou increafe the number of the dead, 

, And make me dye the thrall of Margrets curfe 5 

Not mother,wrfe, nor Englands counted QiKme, . 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your couniell 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You fballhaue, letters fromme to myfonne. 

To meet you on the way and welcome you. 

Be not taken tardy by vnwiie del ay. 

Dut-Por. Oil! difpetliRg w Usd of mifery, 

0 my accurfed v ombethe bed of death, 

A Cokatrice haft thou hatcat to t he world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murderous. 

Star .Come Maddam,* in aU, haft was fentfor* 

Pwt.And I in ail vrivvi.uingndfe will goe, 

1 would to God that the incluitue verge 
Ofgouldenmettals that muft round rny brow. 

Were red hotiteeie to feare me to the braine, 
Anoynted iet me be with deadly poyfon . 

And die ere man-can fay Go d faue the Queene « 
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- Be 7 raged.) 

poore foule, I enuy not thy glory. 

To feed my humour wifih thy fdfenoharme" 

Dnt .<?/«.NojWhen he that is my husband now. 

Came to me, I followed Henries Courfe, 

V/hen the blood was iearce wafbt from his hands 
■Which iflued from my other angell husband, * 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed 
0,when I fay,I lookt on Richards face, ’■ 

This. was my vvilh, be thou quoth I accurft. 

For making. me fo young, fo old a widdow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed 
And be thy wife if any be fo bad ~ - 

As miferable by the death of thee f 
As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death ' 

lo euen f can repeate this cnrfe againe, a 

Euen in fofhort a fpacc, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his honey words 
And prou'd die fubiedofmine owne foules cHrE 
Which eucr fince hath kept mine- eyes from fleene " 

For neuer yet one hoore in his bed, 11 

Hauelinioyed the golden dewoffleepe. 

But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames. 

Befides he hates me for my fatter -Warwick 
And vvill fl-.ordy be rid of me. * 

^.Alaspoote foule,I pity thy complaints. 

Vjt.Gto. Neftnore thenf/ om my foule I mourne fervours ' 

^jw.Farewell.thou woefull welcomer of glorv 

nr' G n A n Ue pC L° r v f<?ul ! thou tak eft thyleaue of it, 

CatZfr 0 § ood fom ’ne guide thee 

Go thou to Richara # jd good Angels guard thee 

Co thou to fanftuary, good thoughts^ofteffe thee, 

I to my graue, where peace and reft lye with me 

Eyehtyold ycarcs of i brrow haue I feene 

And each houtesioy - wrackt with a weeke of teene. ' 

The tracts found. Km-er Richard Crowned, Buckie 
k(tm,Catesb]f } -with otherHobles. 

■ tn S* Stand all apart, Goufin of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand. ’ Here he ajeendstis Throne. 



*8 



■— v) .. .. 

I h ?thy S aifift*n«is King Richard ~ fated s 
vt& ws weare thefe honours tor a day ? 

S lhall they laftand we retoyce in them ? 

° 7 ?^.Sdll line they,and foreuer may they laft. 

v, q Buckingham now 1 doe play the touc , 

Tn iv if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

Yon I Edward Imesuhinkenowwhat 1 would 
Buc. Say on my gracious Soueraigne- ; 

£;.W hy Buc^gham, I fay I would be Xing. 

Buc. Why fo y ou are my th ^ e / en ^ 

Xing. Ha : am I King ? us fo, but Edward hues* 

Tim. True noble Prince.. 

King- O bitter confequence, . „ 

That Edward. bill fhould Hue true noble Prince, • 

Goufm thou wert npt w ont to be fo dull. 

Shall I be plainc I wifh the baftards dead. 

And I would hauedt fuddainly- performa. 

What faieft thou t fpeake fuddenly , be bneie, 

.Bw.Your grace may doe your pleafure. . 

King. Tut,tut,thou art all yee, thy kindneffe freeic 
Say, haue I thy confent that they fhall die ? 

Buc . Giue me'fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein s 
I will refolue your grace imediatly. - , 

Cat. The King is angry- fee- he bites his lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witty fooles, ' 

And vnrefpe&iue Boyes , none are for me 
Thatlooke into me with conliderate eyes : .. 

"Boy. High reaching Buckingham grpwes arcurrupevA. 

Boy- Lord- , . ~ . . 

King. Know ft thou not any whom corrupting Gold - 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death* 

Boy. My Lord , I know a difeontented Gentleman, 

. Whole humble meanes matclu not his haughty mind. 
Gold were as goodastwenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. . 

King. What is his name ? 
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Boy 



His name my Lord , is -Terrel* 





King, G oe call him hither prdently * 

The deepe refolmng witty Buckingham, 

No more (halt be the neighbour to my counfen, 

Hath hcfolong held out with me vntirde. 

And flops he now for breath ? 

•E uter Darby 

How now what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord Ihearethe Marquefle Derfet 
Is fled to Richmond; in thofe parts be yond the fess 
Where he abides* 

King. Cates bj. Cat. My Lord. ■'* 

King, Rumor this: abroad* 

That 'Anne my wife is fickeand like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe; 

Enquire me out feme meane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraigbt to Clarence daughter 
The boy is foolifh and 1 feare not him; 

Lookehow thou dreameft ; 1 fay againe, giueont 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die* 

About it , for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me 
Imuft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle glafle* 
Murtherher brother , and then marry her, * 

Vncertaine way ofgaine, but 1 am in 
So farrein blood , tbat finne pluckes on finite, 

Tcares falling,pitty dwels not in this eye. * 

Enter Tirrel. 

Js thy name Tirrel ? 

Ttr James 7 irrel & your moft obedient fubieft. 

King. Art thou indeed ? 

Tir. Proue me ‘my gracious foueraigne* 

King.Ttztft thou refolueto kill a friend ofmine? 

T3 ,r * * Z Lord but I had rather kill two deepe enemies 
Kmg. Why there thou haft it, to deepe enemies* 
Foes to my reft that my fvveet fleepe difturbs 
Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon * ' 

tirrel 1 meane thofe baftards in the Tower/ 

Ttr. Let me haue ixieanes to come to them, ' 

An 
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Gobythac ilL t"c'. 

n is no more but fo, lay, is it oone . 

And I will loue thee, and prefer thee too, 

Buc. My Lord, 1 haue confidered m my mind. 

The late demand that you did found mein* 

KinJWctt. let that pafle,T>«r/<ns fled to Richmond* 

Buc.l heare that news my Lord* 

Kirn Stonier, he is your wiues fonne : Well, looke to it, 
Buc.Uy Lord, I claime your gift,my doe by promile. 

For which your honour and your faith is pawna. 

The Earledome of Herford, and themoueablcs* 

The which you promifed I fhould pofTefic, 

Km. &W*/,Iooketo your wife, if theyconuey 

Letters to llwEmawf, you fhall anlwer it, 

Bue. What feyes your highndfe to my tuft demand t , 
Kin, As 1 remember Henry the ftxt 
Did prophefie that Richmond fhould be King, 

When Riehmoudvtis a littlcpeeuifh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. 

Lord* ... 

if*»,How chance the Prophet could not at that tune, 
Haue told me 1 being by, that I fhould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord, your promilc for the Earledome* 

Kin, Richmond, Whenlaft 1 was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtefie fhewd me the Caftle, 

And called it Rugemount, at which name 1 flatted, 
Becaufe a Lord of Ireland told me once, 

I fhould not liue long after I kw Richmond. 

Rue, My Lord* 

Kin. I, Whats a clocke ? 

Rue. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me* 

Kin, Well, but whats a clocke ? 

A«c. Vpon the ftroke of 10 , 

l 
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King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Bac . Why let itttrike ? ' 

' ir*^.Becaufethat iikea Iackethou keepft the firokg- 
Betwixt thy begging, , and my meditation : 

I am not in the gibing vaine to day. 

Bh:. Why then re (blue rite whether you will or no ? 
JG'w.Tut^ittjthou troubled me, T am not in the vaine* £ Xl 
■ Buc-ls it e'uenfo, rewards he my true feruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made l him King for this ? 

O let me thinke on Ha flings and be gone 
To Brecknock? ,wh'ile my fearefull head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell . 

The tyranoiis and bloody deed is^ione, 

Themoft arch a <51 of pitious maflacre. 

That euer yet this land v/as guilty of, 

Dighttn and ForVeht whom I did fubbotne, ' ! ” 
lo doe this ru?hYuII piece of butchery, 

Although tfey were fkflit villains, blocdy dogs,. 
Melting with tendernefle andeompatfion, 
wept li ke tw o children in t heir deat hs fa d floriesj 
Lo thus quoth D ightonty thefe tender babes, 
Thus,thus, quoth Eorrefl girding one another 
W ithin their innocent alabaftcr armes, 

Their lips like foure red Roles on adfalke. 

When in there fummer beauty kift each other,' 

A booke of prayer on their pillow lay, 

W hich once quoth Forrefl almoft changd my mindy 
But O the diuell f therc the villaine ftopty 
W hilft Dightonthxxsxold, one we fmothered. 

The moft replenifnt fweet worke of nature 
1 hat from the prime Creation euer he framd, 

They could not fpeake, and To Ileft them both, 

To bring thefe tidings to the bloody King, 

Enter King Richard.- ‘ 

And here hecomes- Ail hailemyfoueraigneLiege, 
King. Kind Tirrei, and I happy in thy news? 

*Fir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happynelfe,be happy - then, 

Bar it is done my Lord. 

Xi»l> 
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.But didft thou fee them dead ? 
n-.y.x did my Lord. 

And thou fhalt tell theprocelTeof their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do chee good 
And be inheritor of thy defire, ExitTirrcR. 

Farewell till foone. , r • ■ 

The feme of Clarence haue I pend vp clofe, _ 

His daughter meanely haue I matclum marriage, _ . 

The Tons of Edward lleepe in Abrahams bofomc. 

And Annecy wife hath bid the world goodnight r 
Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
At voung Eh^beth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the Cro.wne, 

Toher I goe A iolly thriuing wooer, Enter Catesbj^ 

1 S»V.Coodnevys,or bad , that thou commeft fo bluntly? 

C^rTBad new s myXord,i:7y is fled to Richmond — — 
And B nckingham backt with the haidy Welchmen 
Is in the field,and ttill his power increafeth. 

King. She with Richmond troubles me more 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leueld army a 
Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent andfnak-paft beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my wings, 

I*ue, Mercury, and Herald for a : King : 

Come mu Her men, my counfaile is my fhield. 

We mutt be briefe,when tray tors braue the field .Exeunt- 
Enter Queene (JVargret feU* 

QxJMar. So now profperity begins to xncllow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death 1 
Here in thefe confines flily haue 1 lurkr. 

To watch the warning of mine aduerfaries : 

A dire indue! ion am I witnefletoo, 

And will to France , hoping the consequence 
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Will proue as bitter ,blaeke and tragical!, 

YV ithdraw thee wretched Margret, who comes fiereV 
£W<r the Queene, and the Dutches ofTorke. 

JH? Ah my young Princes, ah my tender babes, 

My vnblowrie flower, new appearing Tweet, 

If yet your gentle foules flye in the ayre. 

And Be not fixt in doome perpetual!, 

Houer aboue me with your aicry wings. 

And heare your mothers lamentations. 

Houer about her^ky that right for right 
Hathdimd your infant mortie, to aged night. 

Wilt thou O God fliefrom Tuch gentle lambes' 
And throw them in the intrales of the wolfe : 

When didft thou fleepe when fuch a deed was done ? 

When holy Mart dyed, and my Tweet {onnei 
Duh Blind !ight,dead life, poore mortall lining Ghoft 
WoesTceane,worids (hame,grauesdoe by life vTurpt, ‘ 

Reft their vnreft on EngUnds lawfull earth, r 
Vnlawfully made drunke.with innocents blood. ' 
£*•0 that thou wouldft as well afford a graue 
As thou canft yeild a melancholly feat. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here : 

0 who hath any caufe to mourne but I ? 

Dut-So many miferies hath crazd my voyce 

That my woe-wearied tongue, is mute and dural) 
Edward Plantagenet,whyart thou dead ? 

If ancient Torrowbe moft reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniory, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper-hand. 

If fonrow can admit fociety. 

Tell ouer your woes againeby vewing mines 

1 had *n Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

1 had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadftan£</jr 4 r^tilla RichardVM him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till * Richard kild him. 

Dat'l had a Richard, toOjand thou didft kill him: 

2 had a Rutland too,and thou bolpft to kill him: 
fggMarThoxi had ft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him# 

From forth, the kennell of thy wombe hath crept. 






of F ichard the Third. 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 




That foule defacer of Gods handy 
Thy womb'' lee k>ofe tochafc vs to our graues, 

O vprightjiuft, and true difpofing God » 

How do I thanke thee, for this camall Cur 
Preyesonthe iffue of his Mothers body, 

Rad make her pewfellow with others moaner 
Put. O Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witneffe with melhauewept for thee- 
<$Mar. Beare with me,l am hungry for reuenge, 
Andnow I cloy me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward heis dead.ehat ftabd my Edward \ 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward , 

Young 2 «%jheisbut boote,occaufeboth they'- 
Match not the high perfection of my Ioffe: - 
Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward , 

And the beholders of this tragicke play. 

The adulterate Hayings,. Ritters ,Vattgha» f Grajl 
Vnumelyfmothcred in their dusky graues, 

Richard yetfiues,hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their fa&or to buy foules* 

And fend them thithcr,but at hand, 

Enfueshispicious, andvnpitied end, 

Earth gapes,hell burnes,6ends roare, Saints pray 
To hauehim fuddenly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds of life deare God I pray. 

That I may Iiue to fay, the Dog is dead* 
fig. O thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That 1 fhould wifh for thee to helpe me curfe 
That botteld fpider,that foule huneh-backt Toad. 

QJ\ 4 ar. I cald thee then vaine flourifh of my fortune, 
I cald thee then poore fliadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of but what I was. 

The flattering index of a direfull pageant. 

One heau'd a high to be hurl'd aowne below, 

A mother onely mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, a bubble. 




l 3 



A ligne 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22321) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.63) OCtaVO 





mm 

Hi ; 1 1 ! 



111! 






' : : 

lain il: iii 

ill I 



' ME 



If 1 1| 

gum 

11 : 1 
1 It I 

91:1 



1 



if 



hni H 




Tfdgeaj 

A figne of dignity , a garifh flag, 

To be theaime ofeuery dangerous fhot, 

A. Queene in ieft, onely to fill the (ceane : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 

W here be thy children,, wherein doft thou ioy } 

Who fues to thee, and cries, God , faue the Queene? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee/ 
Decline all this,and lee what now thou art. 

For happy. wife, a. moft ditlrelfed widdow ; 

Forioyfull mother, one that wailes the name j 
For Queenc, a very catife, crownd with care ; 

For one being liifcd too>one that humbly fues ; 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none: 

Forone that icornd at me,now.icornd ofme. 
Thushaththecourieof iuftice w hel d about. 

And left me but a very prey to time, 

Hauingno more but thought of what thou art. 

To torture thee the more being what thou art, , 

Thou did ft vfurpe my place, and doft thou not 
Viurpe theiuft proportion of my foirow > 

Now thy proud.necke beares balfe my burdened yoak: 
From which, euen here, I flip-my wearied necke, 
Andleauethe burthen of it all onthee: 

Farewell Tories wife.and Queene of lad.milchance, 
Thefe Epglil.li woes will make me.,fmile in France 
£1**,. O thou well skitd in curies, .ftay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Slater . Forbeare to fleepe the night,and faft the days 
Compare -deaths happinefle with Jiuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bettring thy lolfe make the bad cauleworlcr, 
Beuoiuing this will teach thee how to curfe* 

^•My words are dull,0 quicken them with thine* 
Thy woes wil 1 make them jfharp,& pierce like mine 
C D ut . VVhy {houldcalamity be fullof words? Exit Mu, 
jQ- Wirfdy atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aiery lucceeders ofinteftateioyes, 

Poore 



rums 



k*-i*arhin2 orators of miferie?, 

LetThemhaueTcope, though what they do impart 
Hel re not alhyot do they eafe the heart. 

then be not toung-ude, goewith me. 
in the breath of bitter words, lets Another ( • 
MvUmned fonne, which thy. two font*' fmotherd 
Ti- y ea re his Drum, be copious in exclaimes. 

1 ^ 'Em erKtng fUchard , marching mth Dr, 
and Trumpets. 

Who- Intercept's my expedition ? 

A ftie, that might haue intercepted thee, 

Pv ftranelins thee in her accurfed wombe, 

r^nm all the' (laughters wretch,that thou haft done. 

Haft thou that forehead with a golden Crowne, a 
Where (hoiftd be grauen; , if that right were right. 

The (laughter of the Prince 1 that owde that Ciowne^ 

And the dire death of my two fonnesj and brothers : 

Tell me thou viilaine flaue , where are my children ? 
D«r.Thou tode,thoutode, where is thy brother Clarence} 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his fonne- ? _ 

9u. Where is kind HaBings,Kiuers 3 Vattgtoan i Graj ? 
Ktnr . A flourilh Trurnpets,ftrikealarum Drums, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe tel-tale women 
Rayle on the Lords Anoynted, Strike I fay. The trumpets 
Byther be patient, and intreat me faire, found* 

Or with the clamorous reports of warre. 

Thus will I drownd your exclamations* 

Dwt- Art Chou my lonnc? 

7C;^.T,IthankcGod, my'Father,and your felfei 
.Dvr-Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Ting. Maddam I haue a touch of your condition, 
Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproofe, 

Dut. I will be mild and-gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefe good mother for 1 am in haft* : 

But. Art thou foVftie,! haue flay'd for thee, 

God knows in anguifh, paine, and agonie. 

Kmg. And came I not at lail to comfort you ? 
Dar.No by the holy rood thou knowftit well. 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hells 




! 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22321) LONDON, 1634 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C*34.k.63) UCtclVO 






-> 2:W- r -w- r - v y 



A grieuous burthen was thy birth to me. 

Tetchy and waiward was thy infancy, ' 

Thy fenooie-daies frightful!, defperate,wild and furious - 
Thy age confirmdjproude/ubtile.bloody trecheroiis * 
What comfortable houre canft thou name, 

Thateucr graced me in thy company ? 

Kin. Faith none but Humphreys home, that cald y 0ut 
T o breakefaft once forth of my company ? (Grace 

If it be fo grieious in your fight. 

Let me march on, and not offend you grace. 

Dttt-O heare me fpeake,for I fhall neuer lee thee more 
Kin. Come, come,you are too bitter. 

Dut. Eyther thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance 
Ere from this warre theu turne a conquerour 
Or I with griefe and extreame age (hall perilh. 

And neuer lookevponthy faceagaine: 

Therefore take with thee my moft hcauy curie. 

Which in the day of battcll tire thee more 
' Then all the compleat armour that thou wearft 
My prayers on theaduerfe party fight. 

And there the little foules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fbirits of thine enemies. 

And promife them fuccelTe in victory. 

Bloody thou art, and bloody will be thy end. 

Shame femes thy life,and doth thy death attend. E 'sett', 
<££5. Though far more caufe, yet much lelTe fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, I lay amen to all. 

Kin. Stay Maddam,! muft lpeake a word with you* 
haue no more lonnes of the royall blood. 

For thee to murther, for my daughters, Richard 
They fhall be praying Nunnesjnot weeping Queenes, 
And therefore leuell not to hit their Hues, 
-KWYouhauea daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and faire,royali and gratious* 

^5. And .muft Ibe die for this ? O let her Hue, 

And lie corrupt her manners, ftaine her beauty, 

Slander my felfe,as falfe to 'Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile of infamy, 

So foe may Hue vjjfcard from bleeding daughter 

I will 
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J0E&BX — ^Richard the Third'. 

Twill confeffe foe was not Edwards daughter.' 

1 Kw. Wrong not her birth, Ibe is of royall blood, 

Qu. To faue her life,ile fay foe is not fo. 

Her life is onely.fafeft inher birth- 
C«.Ahd only mthatfalety dyed her brothers, 

Jto-Lee at their births good ftarres are oppofit 
%.Noto their liues bad friends were contrary. 

“S. All vnaaoyded is the doome of deftiny • 

Q».T r ue whenauoyded grace makes deftiny, 
Mv'babeswere deftind to a fairer death, 

If grace hadbleft thee with a fairer life- 
jL. Maddam ,1b thnue 1 in my dangerous attempt of h 
As I intend more good to you and yours, ( foie armes. 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong d- 
Qu What good iscouercd with the face of Heauen s 

Tobedifcoueredthatcandomegood. 

if»*.Theaduanccmentof your children mighty Laay s 
Qu.y p to feme fcaffbld,there to loofe their heads- 
Km. No, to the dignity, and height of honour. 

The height imperial! type of this earths glory. 

Flatter my lorrows with report of it. 

Tell me what ftate, what dignity what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 
fe.Euen ail I haue, yea and my lelfe and all, 

Willi endowachild of thine, . „ 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thon drownd the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs 

Wlaich thou foppoleft I haue done to thee. 
j^.Bebncfe, leaftthattheprocefleof thy kindnefle 
Laft longer telling then thy kindnefle doo- 
■K>«.Then know that from my foule I loue my daughter, 
Qu,. My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. 

Kin. What do yon thinke ? 

On. That thou do ft loue my daughter from thy foule. 
So from thy foule did ft thou loue her brothers. 

And from my hearts loue, I thanke thee for it. 

Kin. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning, 
Imcanethat with my foule I loue thy daughter. 

And meanc to make her Qjieene of England. 

K , 









The Tragedy ' . 

\,^w-$ay then wh© doe ft thou meane fhallbe her Kin i 
King. Euen he that makes her Qjueene, who (hould Jr , 
Qu. What thou ? “ 

Kmg.J, euen f, what think e you of it Maddarr. ? 

Jjh (- How canft thou woe her ? 

■King. That I would learneofyou. 

As one that were bed aquainted with her humor, 

JO*,. And wilt thou learne of me ? 

King. Maddamwitballmy heart- 

Send to her by the man that-flew her brothers 
Apaire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edvard and Tor^e , then happily fhe will weepe, 
Therefore prefent to her , as fomedmes Margret 
Did to my Fathers handkercheffe deept in £»//4«<Hlooa 
And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to loue. 

Send her a dory of thy noble afts : 

Tell her thou mad’ft away her vnckle Clarence, 

Her Vnqje R iuers , yea and for her fa ke 
Madett quickeconueyance with her good Aunt Am* 

K ing ,Come,come,yemocke me,this is not the ..way 
Towinne your daughter. 

£ 3 . There is no other way, 

Vn effe thoucoulded put on fome other fliape, 

And not b t Richard , that hath done all this.. . ■ 

King. :nierre faire Engirds peace by bis alliance* • i . 

Which fhefhallpurchace with dill lading warre-w 
King. Say thatthe King which may command jintreMfr 
J3j i- That at her hands which the Kings king forbid# 
King .*, ay fhe fliall be a high and mighty Queens* 

1 o waile the title as her motherdoth. 

King^Szy I will louehereuerladingly. . 

But how long lhall that title euer lad > 

King * Sweetly inlorce vnto her faire liues end, 
jQu. But bow long fairely fhall thattitle lad ? - 
King. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it* 

Qu. So long as hell zndiRtchard likes ofit. 

King. Say I her Soueraigne am her fubie*Tloue» 
£*.Butfhe yourfubieaioths lueh Soueraignty., 



= - e j Richnrct ths'i’inYcC 

Kin. Beeloqucnt in my behalfc to her. ^ 

An honed tale Ipeeds bed being plainely told* 

Ki». Then-in plaine termes tell her my louingtale* 
ty^.Plaine and not honed is to harfh a flile. 

kTh. Maddam your reafons are too fallow and 

9<i . O no, my reaions are to deepe and dead : (qmcKe 
Too dec pe and dead poore infants in their graue. 

Harps on it dill fhall l, rill heart-dungs breake, 

20»-Now by my George, my Gartered my Crowne. 

Qa, Prophand , difhonou d,and the third vfurped. 

Kin. I fweare by nothing* 

^.Byaothing, for this is no oath, 

I he George prop nan’d, hath lod his holy honour: 
TheGarter blemifhc, pawn d his Knightly vertue : 

The Crowne vfurpt diigrac’t his Kingly dignity. 

If nothing thou wilt fweare to be belieued , 

Sweare then by fomething that thou had not wrong’d. 
Kin. Now by the world* 

^.Tis full of thy foule wrongs*. 

Km. My fathers death, 
j^.lhy felfe hath that difhenour’d* 

Km, 1 hen by my felfe- 
j^.Tby felfe,thy felfe mifufed* 

Km. Why then by God* 

Qu. Gods wrong is mod of all: 

If thou hadd fear d,to breake an oath by him* 

The vni>y the King thy brother made, 

Hadnot beene broken nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadd fear’d to breake an oath by him. 

The impedall mettall circling now my brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both the Princes h ad beene breathing here. 

Which now two tender playfellows for dud, 

T hy broken faith had made a prey for w ormes* 

Km. By the time to Corne- 
jo- i hat thou had wrong’d, in time- orepad® 

For l my felfe haue many teares to wafh 
Hereafter time for time, by the pad wrong’d. 

The children liue, whole parents thou had flaughtered, 

ti Ya« 
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Vrtgoiierd youth, to waile it with her age, 1 
The parents line whofe children thou haft butchered i 
Old witherd plants to waile it with their age : , * 
Swcare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifufed,ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. A&I intend to prolper and repent, 

S.o thriue I in my dangerous attempt 
Of'hofiile armes,my felfe, my felfe confound. 

Day yeild me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 
Beoppofiteall planets of goodlncke 
To myproceedings,ifwith pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated deuotion,holy thoughts, 

J tender not thy beautious Princely daughter, 

Jn her conhfts my happinefle and thine. ° 

Without her follows to this land and me. 

Tothee her felfe and many a Chriftianfoule, 

Sad defolate ruine and decay. 

It cannot be auoy ded but by this : 

It will not beauoyded but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo ) 

Be the atturncy of my loue to her. 

Plead what I will be, not- what I hauebeene, 

Not by deferts, but what I will defame : 

Vrge the neceflity and ftate of times. 

And be not peeuifh fond in deepe defigne?, 

$3' Shall I be tempted of the diuell thus ? 

Kwg.\ ,if the diuell tempt thee to doe good* 

£1?' Shall I forget my felfe,to be my felfe ? ■ 
lOng- 1, if your lelues remembrance wrong your feltlif* 
But thou didft kill my children, 

But ‘in your daughters wombe ile bury them. 
Wherein that neft of fpicery there fhall breed, 
Selfesof themfcbies to yourrecoixifiture, 

Q.». Shall I goe winne my daughter to thy will ? 
-Ktng, And be a happy mother in the deed* 

'• Qtt. I goe, write to me very Shortly - 
AT^-Beareher my true loues kifte: farewell. ExitQif 
Relenting foole,and fhallow changing woman: Emeriti. 

. My gracious foueraigne on the Weftenie coaft, 

Rideth 



If R iefiar 07 

Rideth a puiffant Nauy : To the fhore, _ 
Throng many doubtfull hollow hearted friends*, 
ynarmd and vnrefolu d to beate them backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is their Admirall 
And there they hull expe&ing butthe ayd, 
of Buckingham, to welcome them to fhore. 




Some light-foote friend pofttothe D.of A orfolk* 
Rati if e thy tel fe, or Cat Where is he ? 

Cat- Here my Lord. 

King, Flye to the Duke : poll thou to Salisbury, 

When thou commeft there, dull vnmindfull viflaine 
Why ftandll thou ftilUnd goeft nptto the Duke ? 

Cat, Firft mighty foueraigne let me know your mind-. 
What from your grace I ftiall deliuer him/ 

Kitt-O true,good Catesby, bid him leauie ftraight. 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 

And mecte me prefently at Salisbury . (bttry> 

Rat.W hat is yourhighneffe pleafure I fhall do at Salif- 
• AT»j-.Why,what fhouldft thou doethere before I go.e 
Rat? You: highneffe told me I fhould poft before. 

King, My mind is chang’d fir,my mind is chang’d: 

How now, what news with you ? Enter Darby* 

. Dar. None good my Lord to pleafe you with hearing, 
Nor none fo bad but it may well be told* 

King . Hoyday a riddle neyther good nor bad s 
Why doft thou runnefo many miles about. 

When thou mayft tell thy tale a nearer way. 

Once more,what news ? 

2 ) ar .Richmond, is on the feas* 

King.There let himfinke.and be the feas on him. 

White liueredrunnagate , what doth he there? 

Dar.l know not mighty foueraigne but by gueffe 
King. Well fir ,as you gueffe. 

Dar- Sturd vp by Dorfet , Buckingham, and Ely, 
"Hemakes for England , thereto clayme the Crowne. 

King. Is the chaire empty ? Is the fword vnfwaid ? 

Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpoffeft? 

What heire ol Torke is their aliue but we ? 



And who is England: King, but great Torkes heire 
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Then tell me, what doth he vpon thecas ? 

Dar.V nlefie for that my Liege I cannot guefie. 
it/»,Vnlefle for that he,comesto be your iieog 
You cannot gue.lTe where foie the Welchmen comes 
Thou wilt reuolt and fiyeto him I feare. 

Dar. No mighty Liege, therefore millruft me not. 

Kin. Where is thy power now to beat them backed 
Where are thy tenants, and.thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the werterne lbore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their fhipSt 
Dar. No my. good Lord,my friends are in the North. 
Kin. Old frindsto Rschard, whzt dothey in the North? 
When they fhould ferue their foueraigne in the Weft. 
Dar. They haue not bin commanded mighty foueraignp, 
Pleafe.it your Maiefty,to gme me leaue, 

,Ue mutter vp my friends, and meet your Grace, 

Where and whattimeyour Maiefty fhall pleale ? 

Kin. I,I,thou wonldttbegonto ioynew.th ‘fychmnd, 

I will not-truft you fir- . 

‘ Dar « Mott mighty Ibneraigne, 

You haue no cauie to hold my friend (hip doubtfull 
I.neuer was, nor neuer will be falfe- ("hind 

-K»«-Well,goe mutter thy men ; but heare you, leaue be- 
Your Ion George Stanley ,\oo\eyo)\t fayth be firme: 

Or elfe his heads aflurance is.bnt fr-.i'e- 
Dar. So deale with him, as 1 proue true to you. Exit. 
Enter a Ldilejfenger. 

Mef My gracious foueraigne now in D euenfkire^ 

Asl by friends am well aduertiied. 

Sir WtUtam Courtney , andthe haughty Prelate 
Bifhop df Exeter, his brother there. 

With many more confederates are in armes. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

■Mef. My Liege, in Kent the-Guilfords are in armes. 

And euery hourc,more competors 
: ,Fiocke to their ayd,and fiill their power encreafeth. 
Enter another Mejjenger. 

/Mef My Lord the army of the XynVeoVButkingham. 

Me Jlrikes him. 

KinsT< 






" 0 /Ri chard 'tbffhird. 

Otiton ye Owles , nothing but foftgs of death. 
Take that vntill yon bring me better newes- . . 

Mef- Your grace miftakes, the newes I bring is good., 

Mv newes is , that by hidden Hood and fall of walers, ^ 
The Duke of Buckinghams army is difperft andfcatterecl • 
And hehimfelfe fled no man knowes whither- 
Xmg. O I cry you mercy I did miftake, 

Ratchjfe reward him for the blow I g me him ; 

Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings xn Buckingham ? 

tJHef. Such Proclamation hath beene made my Liege* 
Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef. Sir Thomas Lmell, and Lord Marques Dorfet s " 

Tis faid my Liege are vp in armes- 
Yet this good comfort bring I to your grace, 
TheBrittaineNauyis dilpertt , Richmond in Do rfet/h ire 3 
Sent out a boat to aske them one the fhore,' 

If they were his affiftants, yea , or no : 

. Who anfwered him theycame from Buckingham 
Vponhis party : he miftrurting. them, 

Hoift faile , and made away for Brittaine. 

K/«.March on,march on,fince we are vp in armes. 

If not to fight with forraine enemyes. 

Yet to bare downe thefere6els here at-home.' 

Enter Cate shy. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of 'Buckingham, is taken,. 

Tfiats the beft newes , that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford , 

Is colder newes, yet they muttbe told* 

King. Away towards Salisbury , while wereafonhercj 
A royallbattell might bewonne and loft- • ■ 

Someone take order Buckingham be brought)"! 

So Salisbury , the-reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby , Sir Chrifiopher. 

Da\Sit Chrifiopher,tt\\ \\ichmond this from me,' 

That in the ttie of this moft bloody bore, 

My ion George Stanley is franckt vp in hold. 

If I reuolt oft goes yong Georges head , 

The feare ©fthat, wdth-holds my prefe»t aide. 







But tell me, wHere Is VtincelyRichmond now ? 

Chri. At Pembroke fit at Hertford , weft in Wales* 

Dar. What men of name refort to him ? 

Chri. Sir Walter Herbert^ renowned fouldier, 

Sir Gilbert Talbot , fir IVtlltam Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke, fir l antes Plant, 

Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many more of noble fame and worth. 

And towards London they doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withal 1. 

P^r.Returnevnto my Lord,comsnend me to him 
Tell him, the Qoeenehath heartily confented 
He fhall efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 
farewell. Exeunt* 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Buc . Will not KingRtchard let me {peatce with him! 

EUt.No my Lord, therefore be patient, 

BtiC'HaJHngs ,and Edwards chilavcn,Rtuers,Graj 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire fonne Edward t 
Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried, 

Ry vnderhand corrupted foule iniuftice. 

If that your moody dilcontented loules. 

Do through the clouds behold this prelent houre, ! o: 
Euen for reuenge mocke my deftruffion: 

This is AU-foules day fellowes is it not ? 

R«r.It is my Lord. ■ . 

’Buc. Why then All-foules day,is my bodies Doomeiday* 
This is the day that in King Edwards time 
I wifht might fall on me when I was found 
Falfe to his children, and his wiues allies: 

This is the day wherein 1 wiflit to fall. 

By the falfe fayth of him I trufted moft: 

This is All-foules day,to my fearefull foule, a 

Is the determined, delpite of my wrongs ; 

That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained prayer on my head. 

And giuen inearneft what I begd in ieft> 

Thus doth he force the fword of wicked men 

- - To 



To tufne their points on their maifters bofome ; 

Mow Margrexs curie is fallen vpon my head) 

When he quoth fhe, fliall Iplit thy heart with forrow, 
Remember Margret was a propheteffe. 

Come firs , conuey me to theblockcof fhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

Enter Richmond with Drumes and l rumpett. 

R/cA -Fell owes in armes,and my moft louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath theyoake of tyranny, 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue wemarcht on without impediment ' 

. d hcerc receiue we from our Father Stanley t 
Xines of faire comfort, and encouragment. 

The wretched , bloody , and vfurning boare, 

Thatlpoil’d your fommer-field, ana fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like wa(h,and makes his trough, 
Inyourimbovveldbofome, thisfoule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Neereto tnc Towne of Lcicetter as we learne : 

From Tamworth thither, is but one dayes march? 

JnGods namecheareon,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace, 

By this one blood y tryall o ! fh arpe warre* 
i Lor- Euery mans confcience isathoufarid fwords 
, To fight againft that bloody homicide- 
^ Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flye to vs.' 

3 Aer.He hath no friends but what are friends for feare 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinke from him- 
Rich. All for ouraduantage, then in Gods name march. 
True hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings, • 
Kings it makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings. ;uM * 

Enter KingRichard,Nor.Ratcliffe,Catesbyyviw others. 
King. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field:* 
Why how now Catesby, why lookeft thou fo fad ? 

My heart is ten times lighter then my lookCs- 
Klhg. Norfolke. come hither : 

Norfolke we muft haue knockes, ha muft we not ? 

Nor. We muft both giue and take my gracious Lord* 
^/pwith my tent, here will I lye to night, 

L " Bi 
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But where tomorrow ? well all is one for that 8 
W T ho hath defcried the number of the foe ; 

■'Y ff Sixorfeuenthoufandis their greateft numbers- 

King.W hy, our battalian trebles that account, 
Befides that,a Kings name is a Tower of ftrengtlu. 
Which they vpon the aduerfe party want : 

V p with my L ent there valiant Gentlemen , 

Let vs luruey the vantage or the field, . 

Call for feme men of found direftion, 

Ltts want no dilcipline make no delay, ■ 

For Lords to morrow is a bufie day, nfeenm 
Enter R iehj&witb the L ords. 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden fear,. 
And by the bright.tracke of his fiery Carre] ■ 

Giues fignall of a goodly day- to morrow, 

Whereis Sir William Brandon ,-he fhall beare my ftandeid 
The Earle of Pembrooke keepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him, 
And by the fecond houre in the morning. 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent« 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goeft; 
Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doe ft thou know ? 

Blunt. V nleffel haue miftaine his coloursmuch* 
Which well I am allur’d 1 haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mileat leaft, 

South from the mighty power of the King, < 

^ Rich. Ifvvithoutperrillit.bepoffible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him. 

And giue him from me this moft necdfull fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord , He vndertake it» 

Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me fome-Inke and paper in my Tent, 

21e draw the forme and raodle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength : 

Come let vs confult vpon the morrowes bufincfle, • v; 
in our Tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter King R ,chard,N or . Ratcliffe fatesbye 

Kmg. ( Whai is a clockc 
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fat. It is fix of the clocke, full fupper-tim«. 

Kin.l will not fup to night,giue me fome Inke and Paper 
What is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour layd intouny tent. 

Cat. It is my Liege, and all things are in readineffe? 

Kitt. Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge , 

Vfe carefull watch,chule trufty Centinell. 

Nor. Igoe my Lord* 

Kin. Stur with the Larketo morrow gentle NF crfolky* 
Nor. I warrant y_ou my Lord, 

Kin. Catesby. 
iW.My Lord, . . 

Ifor.Send oucaPurfeuantat armes 
loStanlcyt regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Suti-rifing, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caueof eternall night. 

Fill me a boule of Wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke thar my ftaucs be found and not too hcauy Ratcliffs 
IW.My Lord. 

Kin. Savyeft thou the melancholly L. Northumberland? 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himfelfe* 

Much like Cockftvut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army chering vp the iouldiers. 

Kin, St> I am fatisfied, giue me a boule of W inc, 

I haue not that alacrity of Ipirit, 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont to haue s 
Set it downe,is Inke and 'paper ready? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Kin. Bid my guard watch,Ieaue me, 

Ratcliff about, the mid ft ofnightcotne to my tent 
And helpe to arme me,leaue me I fay- Exit Rat. 

EnterDarbyto Richmond in iris tent. 

Fortune and victory fit on thy helme* 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can afotd. 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law , • s? 

Tell me how fares our noble mother ? 

, . ar ' ^ b y atturney blefl’e thee from thy mother, 
vy ho prayes continually for KicbtnontU good 

i. a So 
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The Tragedy 

So much for that; the filenc houres fteale ©n a 
A flakiedarkneffebreakes within the Eaft, 

In briefe/or fo the feafon bids vs be*. 

Prepare thybatteli early in thaimorning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 
Of bloody llrokesand morta 11 flaring warre, 

I as I may, that which I would I cannot, 

With bell aduantagewill deceiue the time. 

And ayd thee in this doubtfull fhocke of armess 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Xeaft being feene thy tender brother George, 

Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearefuB times 
Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of loue. 

And ample enterchange of fweet difcourfc. 

Which fo longfundredfriendsfhould dwell vpon 
God giue leifure of theferights ofloue, ' 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed well. 

Richfi ood Lords conduct him to his regiment; 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap 
Lea ft leaden {lumber peiie medowne to morrow : 

When 1 fbould mourtt with wings of vi&ory : 

Once more goodnight kind Lords,and Gentlemen* Exam 
O thou whole captaine I account my felfe, 

Lookeon my force with thy gracious eyes ; 

Putin there hands thy brufing Irons of wraths 
That they may crufh downe with heauy fall. 

The vfurping helmet of cur aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy minifters of chafticement s 
That we may praife thee inthe vi&ory, 

T o thee I doe commend my watchfull foulci 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking,, oh defend me flail. 

Enter the ghoft of Prince Edward Refine to Henry the <5, 
Ghost to K-Kic. Letme fit heauy on thy foule tomorrow, 
Thinke how thou llabft me in my prime of youth 
At Tewkesbury : difpake and dye. 

To Be chcareiull Richmond $ot the wronged foule; 

° Of 
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<body,' 
my “ oynt ' d 

H T,Vd-vl m oi and ho!y,be *$3*^ 
v JL t hat Prophefied thou (houldft be Kingv 
Doth comfort thee in thy lTcepe } hue and floun 

^ Enter the GhoTl of Clarence* ■ , i*> 

chotl Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow, 

,lfat was wafhtto death with fuffomeWme, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile beeray.d to death . 

To morrow in the baftcll thinke on me , 

And fall thv edgeleffe fword,defpaire and die*. 

To Rich. Thou off-fpring of the houfe ofEancafter 
Thevvron^ed heires of orke do pray fjM ^ ee f rt 
S Sels guard thy battfell,%^d&om^. 

^ Enter Chop If Kiuer. t,Gr. ay, Vaughan. 

K». Let me fit heauy on thy foule to- mwrovv, 

jUuersxhn died at P^,def P aire and dye.^. . 

Grey Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule.difpaire* 
Vaugh. Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with guilty feare 
Letfallthy launce,defpaire and die, . 

Mho Rid. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Rtchardsbo- 
Will conquer him,awake and win the day. (lome, 

— Enter the G hop of L. Hastings. 

Ghofr Bloody and guilty,guiltilv awake. 

And in a bloody battell end thy dayes* , . V* 

Thinke on Lord Hastings difpaire and die. 

T» Rich,<k uiet vntroubled foule,awake,awake» 
Arme,fiehtand conquer for, faire Englands lake. 

Enter the Cjbofi of two young Princes. . 

ghofi. Dreame on, thy coufins fmothered in the Ipwcf. 
Let vs be layd within thy bofome Richard, 

And Weigh thee downe to ruine fhame and death. 

Thy Nephews foules bid thee difpaire and die. — 
To Pi. Sleeps Richmond fleepe in peace, and wa^e mioy 




Good Angels guard thee from the Boare? 

iZJT 1 b P c a i 3ppy race of Kin g s: ° 7i 

FdwKrds vnhappy fonnes do bid thef flour^ 

5asws«sassf 

<*j^t**^ 3 ** ( '" F ' 

Thy aduerfarics vv,fe doth p»y for tljfe. 

Thllaft ' nS l 

Anu diem terror ©f thyguiltineftc ; 

Drea me on,a rea me on,of bloody deeds and d.-arA ’ 

To R«fc. I dyed for hope ere I could lend thee aid 
But chearc thy heart, and be not thoudilmayd * 

AdA JLl g0 ?^ Ang , el - Bght on Ric m»ds fide, 

And^cWfkismheightofallhwpride, 

% v / * • s' 1 * • ' - * * 

«. 1 J • f'^ chard P«**4 °*t of his dr tame. 

_ K.li^.Giueme another horfe,bind vp mv wounds’ 
Oc^y ^ l0fl J didb ^dreame P 7 ° ^ 
Th*Tu ^ 0nfci ? c ^ how then afflift m e ? 

The lights burne.bI c vy,Jt is not dead midnieht • 

Cold fearefuil drops ftand onmytremblino fiefo 

S fC p C ? y ¥? thc ™ none cilery , 

Rtchardloues Richard, that is Jam I, 7 

"Thl e fl- a mu “ h « erh «^ No. yes, I am. 



' ef Richard fflFTfnrflT 

i a ias T rather hate my felfe, 

? hatefull deeds committed by my felfe 
For h Sine yea , I lye 1 am not, 
i^ofthy felfefpeake well foole doe not flatter, 

Mv corifcience hath a thoufand feuerall tongues, 
aCWi-v tongue brings in a feuerall talc. 

Tnd euery tale condemnes me for a villaine t 
Periury , in the higbeft degree, , , 

Murder, fterne murder , in the dyreft degree, , 

All feuerall fmnes, all vrdein each'degree, ; 

Throng all to the Boare, crying all 3 gmlty,guilty, 

I fhali^ifpaire there is no-creature loues me. 

And if 1 die , no loule fhall pittie me *• 

And wherefore fbould they ? flneethat I my felfe. 

Find in my felfe, no pitt-y to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that 1 haue murdred 
Came to my Tent jand epery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head or Richard* 

Enter Ratcliff \ 

Ri it. My Lord* 

Aj«g.Z,ounds , who is there ? _ . . • , . 

R<?ft My' Lord tis.I : the early village Cocks, 

Haue thrice done falutadon to the momc. ^ 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armour^ 

King. O Ratcltffe , I haue dream’ d a fearefull dreame 
What think’ftthou, will our friends prouc all true ? 

R«,‘. No doubt myXord.' 

King. O Rat cliff e I feare, I feare, 

Rau Nay good my Lord be not aftraid ofiibadoW'BS; 
IG#g.Bythe Apoltle Raul , fhadowes to night 
Haue, ttrooke more terrour to the- fertile of Richard , 

Then can the fubftance often thoufand Souldiers __ 

Armed inproofe, and led by fhall ow Richmond^ 
i is not yet neere da'y come'goe with me, 
ider our Tents, He play the evvefe-dropper, 
heare if any 'meane to fhrinke from me. 



Enter the Lords toRichmai.de 

Lords* Good morrow- Richmond 
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Rich. Cry mercy lords, and watchful! <*entlemen 
That you haue tane a tardy fluggard heere. & en ! i 

Lor. How haue you fleptmy Lord ? 

Rich. The fweeteft fleepe, and faireft bodin? 
Thateuerentredlna drowfiehead, 5 mes » 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lord : 



Cametq my Tent and cried on victory ; ' 

I promife you my loule is very iocund. 

In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame, 

Hpw ferrq into the moumingis it Lords ? 

Lor . V'pon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time, to armey and giue diredlion, 
More then I haue faid,Iouing country-men, ( His Oratm 
Thcleiiure and inforcement of the time, ( his Sonldim, 

Forbids to dwell vpon , yet remember this, 

God, and our good cauie , fight vpon our fide. 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 

Like high reard buiworkes ftand before our faces, 

R ichor d except , thofe whom we fight agaaift, 

Had rather haue vs winne , then him they follow ; 

For what is hetheyfollow/truely gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide. 

On raifed in bloud,and co in bipud eftabliihed ; 

One that made meanes to com= by that he hath. 

And Slaughtered thofe that were the meanes to helpefe ; 
A bace foule ftone , made precious bythefoyle 
Of England! chaire , whereheisfalfly let. 

On that hat^i euer beene Gods enemy : 

Then ifyou fight againft Gods enemy. 

God willin iuftice reward you as his Soul.diers 
Ifyou fweare to put a tyrant downe, 

^ * „ l • _ n <• 



You fleepe in peace the tyrant being flajne, 
i doe ' 



Ifyou doe figlit againft your countryes foes. 

Your countries fat fihall pay your paines the hire. 
If you doe fight in fafegard of your wiues. 
Your wiues (hall welcome home theconquerours 
Ifyou doe freeyourchildrenfrom'theSword. 
Your childrens children quits it in your age ; 






of Richard the Third. 

Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, ? 

Aduance your (land a rds, draw your willing Swords 
For we , the ranfome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corps on the Earths cold face : 

Bm if 1 1 brine, the gaine of my attempt, 

•j t, e | ea ft of you fliall fhare his part thereof, 

Sound drumes and trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 

God? and Saint George , Richmond, and vidtory* /.>: ' 
Enter King Richard , R<sj. &c. 

JGag.What fayd Northumberland's touching Richmond? 

That he was neuer train’d vp in Armes. 
/Ow^Hefayd thetruth;and what faid Surrey then* 
iUr?Hc fmiled and fayd , the better for our purpofe. 
King He was in the right, and fo indeed it is '• 

Tell the Clbcke there. The Cloche ftriketfo 

Giue me a Kalender, who faw the Sunne to day ? . 

R<«. Not I nay Lord. 

iT^.Then hedifdaines to fhine , for by the Books-, 
He (hould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

A blacke day will it be to feme body. 

R at. My Lord. . 

King. The Sunne will not be feeneto day. 

The skie doth frowne and lower vpen our Army, 

I would thefe dewy teares were from the ground, 

Not fhine to day , why, what is that to me \ 

More then to IkicbmoKdtjtpt the leite-fame heauen 
That frownes on me lookes fadly vpon him* 

Enter Norfolk, '£• 

Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord, the ibe vaunts in the field 

JG'sg.Come buttle, buftle,caparifcn my Horfe-, 

Call vp Lord Stanley , bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth my Souldiers to the plaine, 

And thus my battell fliall be ordered. 

My fore-ward fliall be drawne in length, 

Conlifting equally of Horfe and Foote* 

Our Archers fhall be placed in the midft, 

John Duke of Norfolke , Thomas Earle of Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the Foote and Horfe, 

They thus directed , we will follow 

M 




The Tragedy 

In the maine battel! , whole puiffance on eyther fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft Horfe .? 

This, and Saint Cjeorge to boote, what thinkcft thou not. 

Nor- A good direifion warlike Soueraigne, He (kermh 
This found I one myTerit this morning. him'apaptr. 

Jockey of Norfolk*, be not to bold. 

For Dickon thy matter ts bought and fold. 
King. A thing deuifcd by the enemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge. 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foules. 
Confidence is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde at fijft to keepc the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our conference, our fwords our law.. 
March on, ioyne brauely , let vs to it pell mell. 

If not to Heauen, then hand in hand to Hell, His Or Mm 
What(hall I fay more then I haue inferd, to his Army, 
Remember who you are in cope withal], { , 

A fort of Vagabonds, RafcoIs,and run-awayes, 

A feum of Briitaines , and bafe lackey Pefants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To delpera'te aduenturesandafl'ur'd definition $ 

You (leeping fafe they bring you to vnreft : 

You hauing lands,and bled with beautious wiues. 

They would reflraine the one,diftaine the other, 

- And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow ? 

Long kept in Erittaine at our mothers coft, 
Amilke-fop one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in Snovv s 
Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the Seas againe. 

La lit hence thefeouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers weary of their liues* 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

Tor want ofmeanes poore rats had hang’d themfelues. 
If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe bzft.zt&Brittaincs whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 

And on record left them the heires of (liame. 

Shall thefe enioy our land , lie with our wiues ? 

Rauifh our daughters,harke 1 heare there Drum, 
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of Richard the Third. 

Mef. My Lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

N or. My Lord, the Enemy is pa ft the marfli. 

After the bauell let George Stanley dye. , r 
h Kil. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Aduance our ftandards, fet vpon our fees. 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 

Infpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons, 

Vpon them, victory fits on ourhelmes. 

■ * Alarum excur {tons. Enter Catesby- 

Cif.Refcew my Lord pfArp^/^,refccw,refceW 
The King ena^s more wonders then a man. 

Daring and oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is fiaine,and all onfoote he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfe the day is loft. Enter K t chard. 

Kin . A horfe,a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Withdraw my Lord, ilehelpe you to a horfe., 

Kin. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftand the hazzard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day inftead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe, , . 

Alarum. Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight, Ktehar a ts 
flaine, then retrait being founded. Enter Richmond, Darby 
bearing the Crowne, with ether Lords. _ 

Rich. God and your armes be pray fed wi&orious friends. 

The day is ours,the blood y dog is dead . 

D^r-Couragious Richmond, well haftthou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties. 

From the dead.temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue 1 pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 

Weare it, and make much of it . 
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The Tragedy 

But tell me, is young. George Stanley liuing ?• 

Bar, He is my Lord, and fafe in Letter towne. 
Whether ift pleafe you, we may now withdraw vs* 
Rich WVhat men of nameare flaine on eyther fide >- 
John Duke ofNorfolke i Walter Lord Ferris fi r ' 
Robert Broken bury fir William Brandm. 

Rich. Inter their, bodies as become their births* 
Proclaimea pardon to thefouldiers fled. 

That in fubmiflion will returne to vs. 

And then as we haue tanethe Sacrament, 

We willvnitethe white rofe and the.red» 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniunaiton. 

That long hath frown’d vpon their emnity. 

What traytor hearcs me,andfayes not Amen? 

England hath long bin mad, and fcard her felfe. 

The brother blindly flhed the brothers blood. 

The father rafhly flaughtcred his ovvne fonne, 

T he fonne compeid, being butcher to the 1 ather. 

Ail this diuided Tor he and Lancatter t 
Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Rjchmorid^nd Elizabeth, 

The true fuccecders of each royall houfe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together. 

And let their heircs (God if they will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac't peace 
With fmiling plenty arid faire pro fperous daies. 

Abate the edge of traytors gracious Lord 
That would reduce thefe bloody dayes againe, 

And make poore England weepe in ftreames of blood, 
•Let them not liue to tafte this lands increafe. 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peace. 
Now ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace liues againe. 

That Ibe may long liue here, God % Amen. 
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